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To THE Pioneer 

\by Theodore O'Hara] 

A dirge for the brave old pioneer! 

The patriarch of his tribe! 

He sleeps -no pompous pile marks where, 

No lines his deeds describe. 

They raised no stone above him here, 
Nor carved his deathless name ; 
An empire is his sepulchre. 
His epitaph is fame. 
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John Phillips, a Hero of Fort 

Phil Kearney 

If ever a roll of honor is made of the unnumbered 
heroes of the great American Western Frontier who 
performed deeds of valor without thought of recom- 
pense or reward, but whose sole thought was "duty," 
prompted by the necessity for instant action, that the 
lives of others might be saved, the name of John ("Por- 
tugee") Phillips should be written high on the scroll 
of fame. For lofty self-devotion and sacrifice it stands 
unparalleled, and for bravery and physical endurance 
has seldom, if ever, been equaled. And this is the story 
of "Portugee" Phillips' courageous deed : 

The Fetterman disaster of December 21, 1866, had 
dropped like a thunderbolt on the little garrison at 
Fort Phil Kearney. Eighty-one men from the "hated 
fort on the Little Piney" had fallen victims to Red 
Cloud's strategic cunning in less than a brief half-hour 
of combat. Glutted and drunken with their bloody 
victory over Fetterman's command, the triumphant 
Sioux now felt that it would be a matter of hours only 
before the balance of the already-depleted force behind 
the log stockade would be in their power. And doubt- 
less nothing but the awful, yet providential, severity 
of the weather prevented this. 

The night of December 21st, the weather became 
unprecedented in its Arctic-like fierceness, as if to add 
to the horror of the great tragedy. The temperature 
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dropped to more than twenty-five degrees below zero, 
and a terrible blizzard swept down from the Big Horn 
Mountains, while the swirling snow piled high about 
the log stockade, as the winds howled and shrieked in 
wild glee. So heavy was the snowfall that it was nec- 
essary to keep a continual force of men shoveling away 
the huge drifts that formed against the stockade, least 
it should pile so high as to form a foundation over 
which the Indians might easily climb the log barricade. 
So intense was the cold that it was necessary to relieve 
the sentries every fifteen minutes. Even then, many of 
the soldiers were badly frost-bitten. 

The situation of the little garrison was desperate 
indeed. None knew at what moment Red Cloud^s e^f- • 
ultant savages might descend in swarhis upon the strick- 
en post. It was a question whether they would attack 
the fort, or if they would consider that, by the over- 
whelming of Fetterman's brave men, their thirst for 
blood had been satiated for the time. In any event, 
relief was urgent and of the greatest necessity, if Fort 
Phil Kearney was to be expected to defy the Sioux 
hordes and maintain its position as one of the defenses 
of the Bozeman Trail. 

In all the quarters lights were burning, in anticipa- 
tion of an attack at any moment. There was no sleep 
for anyone. There were many women and helpless 
children at Fort Phil Kearney that awful night to pro- 
tect, and the total defensive force at the post had now 
been reduced to but one hundred and nineteen, includ- 
ing all civilian employes. Outside were three thousand 
exultant Sioux warriors, only wiiting for the oppor- 
tune moment to finish their bloody work. 

The nearest point from which relief could be had 
was Fort Laramie, two hundred and thirty-six miles 
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southeast Where was the man brave enough to attempt 
to slip through the Sioux cordon in such an hour of 
peril and in such Arctic weather? Capture could 
mean but one fate -death by torture in its most agoniz- 
ing form. Men looked at one another in helpless dis- 
may. The emergency arose ; the man appeared. 

Colonel Carrington had made known to all the des- 
perate plight of his little handful of men, women and 
children. Impressed by the gravity of the situation, 
John Phillips - better known to everyone in the Powder 
River country simply as "Portugee" Phillips, a brave 
frontiersman in the employ of the post quartermaster, 
stepped into the breach and voluntarily offered to at- 
tempt to break through the Sioux lines on horseback 
and ride to Fort Laramie for the sorely-needed relief. 
It was a ride beside which that of Paul Revere -lauded 
in song and story -was a mere summer's day canter. 
Phillips scorned the idea of remuneration for his ser- 
vices on this dangerous mission, but stipulated that in 
making the attempt he be allowed to use the fastest 
and best horse at the post- a thoroughbred belonging 
to Colonel Carrington himself. This request was im- 
mediately granted by the commander. 

Among the women at Fort Phil Kearney was the 
young wife of Lieutenant George W. Grummond. The 
lieutenant had been numbered with the Fetterman vic- 
tims. She was utterly prostrated with grief over the 
awful death of her husband, who had, on the sixth of 
the same month, barely escaped with his life in a des- 
perate encounter with the Indians. While the beleag- 
ured garrison-folk were talking in whispers of their 
dangerous situation, and speculating as to the outcome, 
"Portugee" Phillips knocked at the door of the quar- 
ters occupied by Mrs. Grummond and asked to see the 
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bereaved woman, to whom he was an utter stranger. 
Over his arm he carried a choice wolf-robe which he 
had long cherished. He said to Mrs. Grummond: 
"For your sake I am going to attempt to bring relief 
from Laramie. I may not get through the Indian lines, 
but in case I fail, I want you to keep this robe as a 
slight remembrance of me." 

While Phillips was preparing for his dangerous ride, 
Colonel Carrington penned the following dispatch : 

Fort Phil Kearney, D.T., Dec. 21, 1866- (By courier 
to Fort Laramie) - Do send me reinforcements forthwith. 
Expedition now with my force is impossible. I risk every- 
thing but the post and its store. I venture as much as anyone 
can, but I have had a fight today unexampled in Indian warfare. 
My loss is ninety-four (81) killed. I have recovered forty- 
nine bodies and thirty-two more are to be brought in in the 
morning that have been found. Among the killed are Brevet 
Lieutenant-Colonel Fetterman, Captain F. H. Brown, and 
Lieutenant Grummond. 

The Indians engaged wejTe nearly three thousand, being 
apparently the force reported as on Tongue River in my dis- 
patches of the 5 th of November and subsequent thereto. This 
line, s6 important, can and must be held. It will take four 
times the force in the spring to reopen if it be broken up this 
winter. I hear nothing of my arms that left Fort Leaven- 
worth September 15; additional cavalry ordered to join have 
not reported their arrival; would have saved us much loss to- 
day; the Indians lost beyond all precedent; I need prompt 
reinforcements and repeating arms. I am sure to have, as 
before reported, an active winter, and must have men and arms ; 
every officer of this battalion should join it today. I have 
every teamster on duty, and, at best, one hundred and nineteen 
left at the post. I hardly need urge this matter ; it speaks for 
itself. Give me two companies of cavalry, at least, forthwith, 
well armed, or four companies of infantry, exclusive of what I 
need at Reno and Fort Smith. I did not overestimate my early 
application; a single company, promptly, will save the line; 
but our killed show that any remissness will result in mutila- 
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tion and butchery beyond precedent. No such mutilation as 
that today on record. Depend on it that this post will be held 
so long as a round or a man is left. Promptness is the vital 
thing. Give me officers and men. Only the new Spencer arms 
should be sent. The Indians desperate and they spare none. 

Henry B. Carrington, 
Colonel Eighteenth Infantry, commanding. 

It was expected that Phillips would file and send 
these dispatches at Horseshoe Station, a good three 
days' ride from Fort Phil Kearney, where was situated 
the first available telegraph station between Phil Kear- 
ney and Fort Laramie. It was near midnight when 
Phillips, after looking to his arms and equipment, and 
stowing away in his saddlebags supplies of biscuit 
only, with a scant amount of feed for his horse, report- 
ed to Colonel Carrington that he was ready to start. 
He shook the commander's hand, mounted his horse, 
and the colonel himself unbarred and opened the sally- 
port gate, out of which horse and rider slipped into 
the midnight storm, followed by the God-speed of 
every person who witnessed his departure, to face ex- 
pected perils which would appall the stoutest heart. 
Those inside the stockade listened intently for some 
time, momentarily expecting to hear the dreaded war- 
whoop, which would indicate that the brave courier 
had been detected leaving the fort, but only the roar 
of the blizzard was to be heard. 

John C. Friend, now of Rawlins, Wyoming, was, in 
1866, the telegraph operator at Horseshoe Station, 
where Phillips arrived at 10 a.m., on Christmas day. 
Mr. Friend states, in communication to the authors, 
that Phillips arrived at Horseshoe Station in company 
with two men- George Dillon and a Captain Bailey.'* 

®* Bailey was leading a company of fifty miners who were operating in 
the vicinity of Fort Phil Kearney. 
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If Phillips had company on the route, it must have 
been after he had reached and passed Fort Reno, as it 
is certain that he passed through Reno absolutely alone. 
From Reno to Fort Laramie was the least dangerous 
part of the entire trip. Mr. Friend does not state where 
Phillips picked uf) the two men who rode into Horse- 
shoe Station with him. Neither has it ever been stated 
if these two men accompanied the courier from Horse- 
shoe Station to Fort Laramie. Mr. Friend states in 
his correspondence with the authors that Phillips filed 
two dispatches with him -one to the department com- 
mander at Omaha, and one to the post commander at 
Fort Laramie, and then continued on his way to Fort 
Laramie. The probability that Phillips had company 
along this route is not disputed, but that he left Fort 
Phil Kearney alone and rode the greater- and by far 
the most dangerous -part of the route alone is certain. 
The statement of A. B. Ostrander, further along in this 
chapter, and his conversation with John C. Brough, 
who was on guard duty at the gate through which John 
Phillips passed alone from Fort Phil Kearney, are un- 
mistakable evidence that Phillips started absolutely 
unaccompanied. 

Captain James H. Cook, of Agate, Sioux Co., Ne- 
braska, whose entire life was spent on the frontier and 
among Indians, as a scout, guide and trailer, and who 
now owns and operates an extensive cattle ranch on the 
Niobrara River, also knew Phillips intimately. Capt. 
Cook has informed the authors that Phillips located a 
ranch on the Chugwater, some forty miles from his 
place, in the '70's. He has talked many times with 
Phillips about the ride to Fort Laramie, and states 
that Phillips never made any mention to him of having 
companions anywhere along the route. He says the 
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courier related tjo him that just before he reached 
Horseshoe Station he was pursued by quite a large band 
of Indians, mounted on ponies, but that with the superb 
charger belonging to Colonel Carrington, which he 
was riding, he was enabled to outdistance the savages 
and gain a high hill, where he stood the Indians off, 
they not venturing to charge up the hill after him. 
Phillips said he stayed on the hill all night alone, 
keeping a constant lookout against surprise, ready to 
mount and flee at a moment's notice, but that with the 
first streaks of day he "made a run for it" passing 
through the Indian lines in safety, and soon reaching 
Horseshoe Station. 

Phillips further told Capt. Cook that after leaving 
the fort, on the night of December 21st, he "steered 
clear of the trail," riding parallel to it at some little 
distance, as he realized it would be closely watched by 
the Indians. He made no attempt to pursue his journey 
in the daytime, well knowing he would be discovered 
by some of the keen-eyed savages who swarmed the 
country. Before daylight had fully appeared, Phillips 
would ride into a thicket where he could not be ob- 
served, and there spend the day, resuming his ride as 
soon as darkness had fully set in. 

It was about eleven o'clock on Christmas night, De- 
cember 25th, when Phillips arrived at Fort Laramie. 
The mercury was standing at twenty-five degrees be- 
low zero, and a brilliant Christmas levee was in full 
swing at "Bedlam," the large building at the post 
used as the officers' clubhouse, where all the dances 
and gay festivities were held. Phillips staggered into 
the room -a swaying, gigantic figure, swathed in a buf- 
falo-skin overcoat, with buffalo boots, gauntlets and 
cap. He was covered with snow, and his beard trailed 
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icicles. Gasping out that he was a courier from Fort 
Phil Kearney, with important dispatches for the com- 
manding officer, he dropped senseless to the floor from 
the terrible privation, exposure and exertion which he 
had faced so bravely. The faithful horse which had 
carried him in safety through two hundred and thirty- 
six miles of zero weather, already was lying dead out 
on the parade ground, where the exhausted animal had 
dropped the moment Phillips reeled from the saddle. 

"Portugee" Phillips placed no financial obligation 
upon the service which he had rendered. Even had the . 
ride been made in moderate weather it was a feat which 
would stand unrivaled for heroic self-sacrifice to duty, 
but to ride two hundred and thirty-six miles through 
deep snow in zero weather, in the face of a blinding 
blizzard, and with thousands of savage enemies eager 
for his scalp ; with no food but a pocketful of hard bis- 
cuit, was an act which calls for the highest possible 
praise and commendation. 

A few lines about this brave man are worth remem- 
bering. John Hunton writes the authors that Phillips 
told him he was bom and raised on the island of Fayal, 
and that his parents were Portugese. He first landed 
in America on the Pacific coast, later working his way 
eastward with a party of prospectors. During the 
summer of 1866 Phillips, with a party of four or five 
others, had arrived at Fort Phil Kearney, where all 
were there employed part of the time by contractors 
and the post quartermaster. During the forenoon of 
December 21st, when Captain Fetterman and his com- 
mand left the post to go to the relief of the beseiged 
wood train, Phillips was engaged in driving a team 
attached to a water-wagon, presumably hauling water 
to be used at the fort. Two of the men who had ar- 
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rived at the fort with him that summer, went out with 
the Fetterman party that ill-fated morning to "have a 
little brush with the redskins," and both were killed. 

Phillips died in Cheyenne, November 18, 1883, ^g^d 
fifty-one years. After his death, his widow lived on 
Laramie River, twelve miles west of Fort Laramie. 
It was thirty-two years after Phillips made his famous 
ride before the government- always tardy in its awards 
in an Indian campaign -took official recognition of 
this heroic act. About 1899 Senator F. E. Warren 
and Congressman F. W. Mondell succeeded in obtain- 
ing a compensation of five thousand dollars for Mrs. 
Phillips, as a partial recognition of the services of her 
husband on this hazardous ride, and as a settlement of 
claims for horses and cattle belonging to him which 
were shot or run off by Sioux and Cheyenne Indians, 
the savages ever holding a grievance against Phillips 
for slipping through their lines on the night of Decem- 
ber 21, 1866, and bringing relief to the Fort Phil 
Kearney garrison. He was, in consequence, continually 
harrassed, hunted and persecuted by these tribes. 

The following government report sets forth the 
claims of Mrs. Phillips: 

. . . The bill proposes to pay for certain valuable ser- 
vices rendered by John Phillips in 1866, in rescuing the garri- 
son at Fort Phil Kearney, and also a full settlement of claims 
against the government amounting to five thousand seven hun- 
dred and eighty-five dollars, for oxen, mules and horses taken 
from said Phillips while engaged in hauling wood for the gov- 
ernment at Fort Fetterman in 1872. A part of this amount 
was allowed as an Indian depredation claim, passed upon by 
the Secretary of the Interior, and reported to Congress in 1874, 
and afterward passed favorably upon by the Court of Claims, 
but not paid because of a technicality regarding Mr. Phillips' 
naturalization papers. 
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The Committee on War Claims of the House of Repre- 
sentatives in the Fifty-fourth Congress, recommended the pas- 
sage of a bill precisely similar to this bill, and we copy the fol- 
lowing from the House report: 

House Report No. IQ^IJ, Fifty-fourth Congress, First Session 

... In all the annals of heroism in the face of unusual 
dangers and difficulties on the American frontier, or in the 
world, there are few that can excel in gallantry, in heroism, 
in devotion, in self-sacrifice and patriotism, the ride made by 
John Phillips from Fort Phil Kearney, in December, 1866, to 
Fort Laramie, carrying dispatches which gave the first intelli- 
gence to the outside world of the terrible massacre near the 
former post, and which saved the lives of the people garrisoned 
there- men, women and children -by starting reinforcements 
to their relief. On the 2ist of December, 1866, Fort Phil 
Kearney, commanded by Col. Henry B. Carrington, under the 
shadow of the Big Horn Mountains, over two hundred miles 
from the nearest telegraph line, was the extreme outpost in that 
part of the northwest. The savage Sioux, under Red Cloud, 
had been hovering in the vicinity of the post for some time, and 
had been, last seen in large numbers on Tongue River, north- 
east of the fort. 

On the 2 1st of December the Indians made an attack upon 
the wood train a few miles north (west) of the fort. A de- 
tachment of troops under the command of Brevet Lieutenant- 
Colonel Fetterman, including tWo other officers and seventy- 
eight men, and a number of civilians, made a dash from the 
fort for the purpose of protecting the wood train. When some 
four miles from the fort they were surrounded by the Indians 
in overwhelming numbers, and every man of the detachment 
was killed. The heroism of their struggle for life can never 
be told, but the terrible slaughter which has since been con- 
fessed by the Indians of their braves, and the fact that the 
troops were only killed after their ammunition was exhausted, 
speaks eloquently of the horrible and bloody nature of the 
encounter. The triumphant and bloodthirsty Sioux, command- 
ed by Red Cloud, and outnumbering the garrison by twenty to 
one, had then surrounded and entirely invested the fort. An 
attack was hourly expected. It was understood that if the 
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Indians were successful in taking the fort it mean death for 
the garrison and a worse fate for the women and children, who 
begged piteously to be placed in the powder house and blown 
up in the case of a successful attack by the Indians. 

At this juncture, when brave men felt that the only pos- 
sible hope for the garrison was in taking news of their beleagure- 
ment to the nearest outside post, and not a soldier could be 
found who would brave the attempt to break through the sav- 
ages and ride to the nearest outpost, a distance of two hundred 
and thirty-six miles, John Phillips, a scout and hunter, volun- 
teered to take dispatches to Fort Laramie. Placing a few 
biscuits in his pocket, and tying to his saddle a small quantity of 
feed for his horse, he left the post at midnight on the night 
of the massacre and reached Fort Laramie with the dis- 
patches five days later. The country across which he rode 
was absolutely uninhabited by white men, and the ground was 
covered with snow from three to five feet in depth ; he had no 
food for himself or his horse, other than the meager amount he 
took with him, and it was necessary for him to travel entirely 
by night for fear of hostile Indians. The weather was exceed- 
ingly cold, the thermometer reaching twenty degrees below 
zero. When he delivered the dispatches at Fort Laramie, 
hardy frontiersman that he was, he fell in a dead faint. Im- 
mediately on receipt of the dispatches, troops were forwarded 
from Fort Laramie, and the garrison at Fort Phil Kearney was 
relieved. For this remarkable act of heroism John Phillips has 
never, in any way, been paid by the General Government, the 
only payment made him being the sum of three hundred dollars 
which was paid him for various scouting services. 

In the years immediately following his heroic ride, John 
Phillips was employed in various capacities and engaged in 
business in connection with government posts, and he was con- 
tinually hunted and harrassed by the Sioux, who always looked 
upon him as the man who had wrested from their grasp the 
garrison at Fort Phil itearney. At one time he was lassoed 
by the Indians, in an attempt to capture him for the purpose 
of torture. At other times his cattle were shot down, undoubt- 
edly through pure wantonness on the part of these Indian ma- 
rauders. In 1872 John Phillips was engaged in hauling wood 
for the government at Fort Fetterman, when a band of Indians, 
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supposed to be Ogalalla Sioux and Cheyennes, drove o£E and 
killed a considerable amount of stock belonging to him. The 
Sioux chief, Red Cloud, acknowledged this depredation, but 
insisted that the Indians belonged to another band than his. 
This claim was passed upon by the Court of Claims, and the 
evidence was overwhelming, including the evidence of army 
officers, Indian agents, special examiners and others, and the 
Court of Claims allowed and entered judgment for the sum of 
two thousand two hundred and ten dollars. (See House of 
Representatives Ex. Doc. No. 125, pp. 82 and 83, Forty-ninth 
Congress, first session.) 

It subsequently transpired that at the time the above depre- 
dations occurred, John Phillips was not a fully naturalized 
citizen of the United States, and therefore the claim was not 
paid. As the court could not take into account the gallant 
and meritorious services to his country of this brave man, but 
could make its decision only on the finding of fact, the claim 
has never been recognized. Subsequently, John Phillips became 
a fully naturalized citizen of the United States. Broken in 
health by the exposure and strain of his long and perilous ride, 
he died in the prime of life, leaving a widow and child in 
straitened circumstances. There is no question but that John 
Phillips su£Eered from Indian depredations other than those at 
Fort Fetterman, which was passed upon by the Court of Claims, 
and that the Indians held a grudge against him for his action in 
saving the Fort Phil Kearney garrison. 

The following affidavits, among those before the 
committee, relate to John Phillips' heroic ride: 

Henry B. Carrington, United States Army, being duly 
sworn, makes oath and says: That on the 21st day of Decem- 
ber, 1866, as colonel of the Eighteenth United States Infantry, 
and as commanding officer of the Rocky Mountain district. Mil- 
itary Department of the Platte, he found his whole district to be 
in a state of bitter warfare ; that it became necessary to employ 
citizen scouts and messengers who were familiar with the coun- 
try and with Indian methods. 

That on the 21st of December, 1866, aforesaid, an action 
took place within six miles of Fort Philip Kearney, which post 
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was his headquarters, in which, surprised by Red Cloud, a Sioux 
chief, and his band of overwhelming numbers, three officers 
and seventy-eight men were killed and mutilated in less than 
one hour; that several thousand Indians surrounded the post, 
rendering communication with Fort Laramie, the nearest post 
having troops at disposal, impracticable; that the garrison was 
so small that no troops could be sent back for assistance; that 
only by the utmost care, all troops being on guard constantly, 
supported by five pieces of artillery, was the post itself pre- 
served intact; that ammunition had been reduced to less than 
twenty rounds per man, and neither officers nor men believed 
it possible to venture through the surrounding Indian forces for 
help with any hope of success. 

At this juncture John Phillips, used to frontier life, the 
wiles of the Indians, and convinced that utter destruction 
awaited the command unless relief were promptly obtained, 
volunteered his services as dispatch bearer to Fort Laramie, 
two hundred and twenty-five (two hundred and thirty-six) 
miles distant, through a hostile country, absolutely without 
inhabitants or the possibility of aid or supplies en route. Con- 
fidential dispatches were intrusted to his care, with instructions 
how to meet emergencies, and during the night after the battle 
he started on his dangerous mission. Previous mail parties and 
another party of expert border scouts, which left later, were 
scalped and their bodies and the mails were found on the ground 
where they were overpowered. 

Phillips, by riding nights and keeping under cover by day, 
safely reached a telegraph station forty miles from Fort Lara- 
mie, just before the Indians attacked and burned it, sent his dis- 
patches, pushed on to Fort Laramie and found that his dis- 
patches had been received and troops were preparing to go to the 
relief of the endangered garrison. 

His heroism was without the promise of any special re- 
ward, but was executed with rare skill, patriotism and success. 
His mission practically rescued the whole country from Indian 
outrage and brought to that section immediate relief. 

It is impossible to state more strongly the value of his 
services, which were never adequately requited: and affiant 
knows of no soldier of the Army whose services more abso- 
lutely demand recognition for the sake of the family than do 
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those of the brave, modest, faithful John Phillips, since de- 
ceased, leaving his widow in a destitute condition. 

The heroism of Phillips had a peculiarly tender and noble 
aspect. Lieutenant G. W. Grummond was among the massa- 
cred party, and his widow was the guest of the family o^ the 
affiant, and greatly overwhelmed with sorrow, while several 
other ladies with their families were exposed to the threatened 
attack. Mrs. Grummond several years later became the wife 
of the affiant, and her statement of particulars, specially within 
her knowledge, is furnished for information of those in author- 
lity and the consideration of Congress. 

Henry B. Carrington, u.s.a. 

Frances C. Carrington, resident of Hyde Park, state 
of Massachusetts, being duly sworn, makes oath and 
says: 

That on the 2ist day of December, 1866, her husband. 
Lieutenant George W. Grummond, of the Eighteenth United 
States Infantry, was killed in action with Sioux Indians near 
Fort Philip Kearney, in what is now the state of Wyoming; 
that she was the guest of General Carrington's family when all 
the troops were rallied for defense of the fort, and families were 
concentrated for convenience of defense ; that during that terri- 
ble night, when an attack in overwhelming numbers was con- 
stantly expected, John Phillips called to express his sympathy 
with her; that, overcome by his interest in her condition and 
the imminent danger of all concerned, and weeping with sor- 
row over her loss, he said : 'If the general wishes I will go as 
messenger if it costs me my life.' He presented to affiant his 
wolf robe 'to remember him by if he was never heard of again.' 
His whole bearing was manly, brave, unselfish, self-sacrificing 
and beyond all praise. He had been respected by all the officers 
for the quiet courage he always exhibited, and was the only man 
of the garrison who realized the peril of the garrison to th6 
extent of daring to expose his own life in the desperate attempt 
to cut through the savage hordes that surrounded us, with any 
faith in the success of such a mission. He left with the good 
wishes of all, and it is the smallest possible reward that Con- 
gress can offer to provide a suitable support for his widow in 
her lone and destitute condition. 

Frances C. Carrington. 
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"The name of John Phillips should be written among 
those heroic men the tales of whose heroism, devotion 
and patriotism illumined the story of savage warfare on 
our frontier. The committee believe that the Govern- 
ment does tardy justice to his memory in allowing this 
claim. It simply reimburses the widow for property 
actually lost, with a very slight recognition for the gal- 
lant and heroic services rendered." 

That John Phillips stood high in the estimation of 
the "old-timers" of Wyoming is testified to from the 
action taken at the Old Pioneers' Meeting, following 
the death in November, 1883, of the Phil Kearney 
hero, when the following resolutions were adopted: 

Whereas, it is with unfeigned regret that we, the Old 
Pioneers of Wyoming, 'are called upon to follow to the grave 
the old time pioneer, scout and hero, John Phillips, who de- 
parted this life on Sunday, November 18, 1883, and 

Whereas, ft is but fitting and proper that the Old Pion- 
eers of Wyoming should attest to and pay a last tribute of re- 
spect to the memory of the hero, who rode a nobler ride than 
did Sheridan at Winchester, nearly twenty years ago, from 
Fort Phil Kearney to Fort Laramie to obtain assistance . . . 
in which ride he took his life in his hands, and . • • made 
his way through bands of hostile Indians • • • therefore, 
belt 

Resolvedy that in the death of John Phillips the people of 
the far west have lost a true friend, and one who was ever in 
this life friendly to all the interests of the pioneers and set- 
tlers of this prosperous border-land, but which at the time of 
his advent here on the plains, was naught but Nature's un- 
broken solitude, disturbed only by the war cry of the Sioux 
and Arapahoes. 

Resolved further, that in the death of Mr. Phillips we 
have sustained an irreparable loss as a community, of one who 
has ever proved himself to be a true, honest, upright citizen, 
friend and neighbor. 

This was followed by the following: 
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In Mbmoriam John Phillips 

A hero, I consider, has passed from our midst almost un- 
heeded. Yes, he has even died in the field of his battles, but 
not without victory. I suppose none have done more in this 
vicinity to open the way for civilization, jvhich so many of us 
enjoy, as the deceased. A good many of the old settlers will 
remember how often he has hazarded his life on many occa- 
sions on the frontier, from the Cache la Poudre to the con- 
fines of Montana, and how he foiled the wily craftiness of the 
red man, and secured succor to many who would have fallen 
a prey to the savage. He played a very important part in the 
drama of this country. 

All honor, then, to the name of John Phillips! While 
no costly monument marks the spot where he lies, and 
there is nothing to perpetuate his gallant deed, his 
name will ever be remembered in the history of the 
western frontier and Indian warfare as the hero whose 
pluck, endurance and bravery saved from annihilation 
scores of men, women and children of the beleagured 
garrison at Fort Phil Kearney. 

A. B. OSTRANDER*^ ON JOHN PHILLIPS' RIDE 

Some Interesting Information From a Strictly 

Authentic Source 

At different times and in various items contained in 
magazines and newspaper articles, I have read accounts 
of the wonderful ride made by John Phillips from 
Fort Phil Kearney to Fort Laramie the night of the 
Fetterman disaster. In all of these accounts, while all 
due credit seemed to be given him for his self-sacrific- 
ing act, yet every story contained a sentence or more 
that would seem to convey the idea that to others also 
should be given some credit for participation in that 
historical performance. 

•^Former private. Twenty-seventh U. S. Infantry. 
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I have seen a letter written and autographed by 
John C. Friend, the telegraph operator at Horseshoe 
Station in 1866, who received and forwarded the mes- 
sage handed him by Phillips, in which are given the 
names of two men who arrived at that station with 
Phillips. I believe the statement to be true and correct 
in every detail. 

In Coutant, History of Wyoming, volume i, page 
578, appears the following: 

Daniel McUlvane . . . tells me that John Phillips 
did not make the ride from Fort Phil Kearney alone, and that 
there were five men in the party. He is certain of this, as he 
saw and talked with them when they reached Bridger's Ferry, 
and rode with them a considerable distance toward Fort Lara- 
ixiie. 

I believe that Mr. McUlvane was honest in his state- 
ment, but I know that he was ignorant of all the facts. 

The words "J^hn Phillips did not make the ride from 
Fort Phil Kearney alone," should be qualified, for, 
as a matter of fact, he started alone and passed over 
all of the most dangerous territory absolutely unac- 
companied. 

The following is my authority for this statement: 

In 19 17 I attended the National Encampment of the 
Grand Army of the Republic in Boston, Mass., and 
met a comrade on the street with a sunflower on the 
lapel of his coat. As I had been a member of the 
Kansas Legislature in 1874 ^^^ '75) ^^^ insignia ap- 
pealed to me, and I hailed him with : 

"Hello, you old Jayhawker! My name is Ostrand- 
er; what's yours?" 

He replied, "My name is John C. Brough. What 
do you want to know for?" 

I said, "Did you ever know D. R. Anthony, Tom 
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Moonlight, Col. Jenison, Tip Fenlon, Col. Carpenter, 
Governor Tom Osborne and-" 

He shut me off before I could finish the state direc- 
tory and said, "Let's go in and sit down.'' 

On a tete in the lobby of the Vendome, we com- 
pared notes, and finally G.A.R. matters came up, and 
he remarked, "I served three years in the Fifth Kansas 
Cavalry, and in 1866 I enlisted in the Second U.S. 
Cavalry and served three years more." 

I answered, "I served three years in the Second Bat- 
talion Eighteenth U.S. Infantry, from 1864 to '67." 

"You must have been at Fort Phil Kearney, then?" 
he queried, and then for several minutes we were 
climbing over each other, trying to get answer to "Did 
you know-" "Do you remember-" etc., etc. Finally 
he remarked, "You are the first and only man I ever 
met that was at Fort Phil Kearney when I was there. 
Let's lubricate." 

We did. Then we commenced to talk all over again. 

Finally he said, "Do you remember John Phillips?" 
and after I answered, "You bet I do, and talked with 
him often," he related to me the following story. I 
will use his own language as near as I can remember it: 

The morning of the day of the Fetterman fight, I was 
detailed for guard duty, and so did not take any part in the 
main occurrence of that day, but at regular intervals was on 
post, and rested in the guardhouse during relief. After sun- 
down I was posted at the 'water gate,' and given a short beat. 
Some time after dark the Sergeant of the Guard and two men 
approached, and after the usual challenge and replies, they 
leaned up against the gate and I continued to walk my beat. 

Pretty soon we saw two men walking toward us, their 
heads close together, seemingly in earnest conversation, and one 
of them leading a horse. When they got within twenty or 
twenty-five feet, I put myself in position and prepared to 
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challenge, when the sergeant said, 'Attention! It's the Com- 
manding Officer.' General Carrington interrupted and said, 
'Never mind, sergeant ; open» the gate.' 

The sergeant unlocked the padlocks, and the two men 
pulled out the bars and pushed the gate open. In the mean- 
time I stood in a position to obstruct their passage, when, in a 
low tone, the general gave the countersign. 

I recovered arms, stepped back and stood at 'Present,' while 
the two walked forward to the opening. 

They conversed for a minute or two, and finally one of 
them mounted the horse, which was restive and prandng 
around. The other man. General Carrington - he was Col- 
onel Carrington then - reached up, took his hand and spoke a 
few words. I could not hear all he said, but did hear him 
say, 'May God help you.' 

The horseman wheeled and started off on a trot. For 
about thirty seconds we could hear the hoof beats, and then 
they ceased. The general stood with his head bent one side, 
as if listening intently, and then straightening up, and speaking 
to no one in particular, said, 'Good! He has taken softer 
ground at the side of the trail.' 

Turning back, he proceeded toward quarters. He was 
alone. Not even his personal orderly was with him. The 
two men closed the gates and put up the bars. The sergeant 
snapped the locks and went back toward the guardhouse, and 
I continued to walk my beat. 

That man was John Phillips, and he went from Fort 
Phil Kearney alone. 

Eliminating dates and hour in the night, because I 
have forgotten them, I will add: 

As one of the headquarters clerks at Fort Reno, I 
slept in a bunk located in a room adjoining, and in the 
rear of the adjutant's office. It was against the wall 
and under a window of the building which was built 
about six or eight feet from the palisades comprising 
the stockade. The Bozeman Trail ran alongside that 
stockade, not over fifteen or twenty feet from my bunk. 
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The northeast bastion of the fort was not to exceed 
one hundred feet directly west, and I could hear, every 
night, the sentry call out the hours. 

One night I heard the sentry yell, "Corporal of the 
guard, post number " (I have forgotten the num- 
ber). At the same time there were hoof-beats and a 
shout. I could not distinguish the words but being in 
English I was immediately relieved from an Indian 
scare. In a few seconds I heard hoof beats passing 
along the trail at a smart trot They did not stop at 
the gate, near headquarters, but proceeded toward the 
east gate of the lower fort. I thought it was the "down 
mail" carrier and did not worry, although I heard some 
commotion and talking outside headquarters. 

But in the morning the story was told. Shortly af- 
ter reveille the officers began to congregate in the adju- 
tant's office, and I heard the story. They all looked 
and felt serious. 

That horseman was John Phillips. He had come to, 
and passed through, Fort Reno alone. 

Listening to the officers, I gathered up what infor- 
mation they had received from him during his short 
rest, while waiting for his horse to feed and recuperate. 

I distinctly remember one officer's remark, "How 
did he ever get through Crazy Wqman's Fork? The 
Indians must have been laying for him there." Cap- 
tain Proctor spoke up, saying, "He didn't come through 
Crazy Woman's Fork. He told me he left the trail at 
Buffalo Wallows and came around five miles south of 
the Forks." 

It was a very serious crowd of officers, and comments 
were numerous as to the possibilities of his getting 
through to Fort Laramie. 

But the one fact remains and stands out the truth: 
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John Phillips made the ride from Fort Phil Kearney 
alone. 

He started alone; passed Fort Reno alone and that 
was the most dangerous part of his ride. 

The Indians knew that a messenger would be sent, 
and every foot of the trail was under surveillance. 
How he ever got through was a miracle. Their own 
runners had an outline of the news in Fort Laramie 
before Phillips got there with the facts. 

I believe all the statements made by men as to the 
company he had when he arrived at Bridger's Ferry, 
Horseshoe Station and Fort Laramie are true, but I 
am sure he picked them up aWay down on the trail 
somewhere, and not on the real dangerous part of his 
ride. 

In the month of April, 1867, some of us civilians 
were having a good meal in Mrs. Washington's cabin 
outside the fort (Phil Kearney), and I heard one of 
the linen say to Phillips, who was present, "John, did 
you stick close to the trail all the way down?" 

I never forgot Phillips' answer. "Hell no! More'n 
once I was more'n ten miles off the trail." 

Before I left Phil Kearney, some of our boys used to 
"sit around" and try to figure it out; how did he make 
it, etc. And the concensus of opinion was that after he 
passed Fort Reno, Dry Fork of the Powder, Humph- 
rey's camp and Sage Creek, he picked his own way 
and came out on the Overland Trail somewhere be- 
tween Fort Caspar and Bridger's Ferry, where he was 
liable to pick up the company who were with him on 
his further journey. His story alone at that time was 
suiScient to attract adventurous spirits who would ride 
with him to note the results, and "be in at the death." 

There must be some person alive in Wyoming or in 
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its vicinity who knew Phillips, and who can verify the 
facts and give further information as to his wonderful 
performance, and while they are living and accessible 
they should be induced to give their testimony. 

Citizens of the New England states, and especially 
of Massachusetts, cherish the memory of "Paul Revere's 
Ride," and have perpetuated it in song and story. All 
histories of that state mention it, and tablets have been 
placed along the line at certain points. He made that 
ride to warn patriots of an impending raid on their 
homes and property, and if intercepted he could only 
expect punishment by imprisonment 

But John Phillips faced death if intercepted, and 
horrible torture if captured. His object was to bring 
aid to a garrison in which men, women and children 
were besieged, and upon him alone they depended for 
assistance. 

His act was equally as patriotic and important as 
was that of Paul Revere, and it is to be hoped that the 
state of Wyoming will see to it that his memory is kept 
green and his act not forgotten. 
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The outcome of the Fetterman disaster of December 
21, 1866, was the transferring of the command of Fort 
Phil Kearney from Colonel Henry B. Carrington to 
General H. W. Wessels. The latter came up from 
Fort Laramie with four companies of the Eighteenth 
Infantry and one troop of cavalry in response to Col- 
onel Carrington's courier, Phillips, who brought the 
first news of the disaster to Fetterman's party, and re- 
quests for immediate aid, more troops and better arms. 
General Wessels arrived at Fort Phil Kearney on the 
17th of January, 1867, after a most exhausting march, 
in which his men were often wading through snow- 
banks four feet in depth. 

I had been a member of Carrington's expedition 
from Fort Kearney, Nebraska, in May, 1866, and was 
at Fort Phil Kearney (then situated in the territory of 
Dakota, which included the present state of Wyoming) 
from the time of its erection until the post was ordered 
abandoned by the government early in the fall of 1868. 
After the arrival of General Wessels, the winter con- 
tinued one of unusual severity, with the thermometer 
down to twenty-five and forty degrees below zero 
most of the time. We had no fresh meat, no vegetables. 
We did get one small loaf of bread issued to us daily - 
just about enough for one meal, and after that was gone 
we had to fall back on musty hardtack, salt pork and 

®^By Sergeant Samuel S. Gibson (retired), Omaha, Nebr., former private, 
Twenty-seventh U. S. Infantry. 



40 The Bozeman Trail 

black coffee. Occasionally we had bean soup. We had 
no place in barracks to wash, and after the creeks were 
frozen over we could not take a bath until they thawed 
out the following spring. 

The Indians did not bother us at all the balance of 
the early part of the winter of 1867, although we were 
in mortal terror that they would try some new deviltry 
every day that we were in the pinery, getting out logs, 
as it was necessary to do this to furnish firewood to 
cook our rations and warm our barracks. 

Colonel Carrington and his family, with Mrs. Grum- 
mond, the widow of Lieutenant Grummond, who had 
been killed in the Fetterman fight, together with the 
Eighteenth Infantry band, left the post the latter part 
of January, 1867, for Fort Caspar, leaving General 
Wessels in command at Fort Phil Kearney. He had 
nineteen sentries posted on and around the stockade 
every day and night, there being three reliefs of the 
guard. Fifty-nine men mounted guard every day, be- 
sides the officer of the day and four non-commissioned 
officers. This large detail of men for guard duty 
worked great hardship on us, for in addition, we had to 
saw wood for our stoves in quarters. Then, many of 
our comrades were sick with scurvy, and the hospital 
was filled with invalids, many of whom died. 

As soon as spring opened, the bull trains commenced 
to come up from Fort Laramie, and with them came 
Red Cloud and his red devils, the Sioux, again. They 
immediately began their tactics of the previous summer, 
attacking every train that passed over the Bozeman 
Trail, and harrying our wood trains every day or so. 

During June, Gilmore & Porter's bull train arrived 
at the fort with wagons loaded with rations, forage, 
etc. We were mighty pleased to see them, but what 
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tickled us most was the seven hundred new breech- 
loading Springfield rifles of fifty-caliber, with one hun- 
dred thousand rounds of ammunition, which they 
brought to supersede the old muzzle-loaders with 
which we had been previously armed. 

Gilmore & Porter remained at the post all summer. 
They had taken a contract from our quartermaster, 
General George P. Dandy, to supply the fort with 
logs for the sawmills, and firewood for the following 
winter. 

In order to protect their stock from night attacks 
by Indians, the contractors improvised a corral six 
miles west of the fort on a level plain. They removed 
the boxes from their wagons, fourteen in number, and 
formed them into an oval shaped enclosure into which 
their stock was driven every night. The pinery where 
the logs were being cut was at some little distance from 
the wagon box corral. Several tents were pitched just 
outside the corral where the woodchoppers and soldiers 
bunked. Seven thousand rounds of ammunition were 
arranged inside the corral, and everybody was instruct- 
ed, in case of an Indian attack at the pinery, to retreat 
to the corral, where it was considered that a good de- 
fense could be made until relief arrived from the fort. 

It was early in July when the contractors formed the 
corral, and Company A of my regiment, the Twenty- 
seventh Infantry, was sent out with the train, as a 
guard for the month, to do escort duty to and from the 
fort daily, and also to protect the woodchoppers in 
the pinery. Company A saw Indians but two or three 
times during the entire month of July. On July 31st, 
Company C, to which I belonged, relieved Company 
A. Packing our wagons with a month's rations we 
marched out from Fort Phil Kearney, across Sullivant 
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Hills, to the woodchoppers' camp near the lower pin- 
ery. 

We pitched our tents around the outside of the cor- 
ral. There were spaces between the wagon beds wide 
enough for a man to walk through, but not large 
enough for a steer to push outside. There were two of 
the wagon beds which had canvas covers on them -one 
at the extreme east end, holding the rations of the wood- 
choppers, and one on the south side which held our 
company rations and miscellaneous stores. There was 
also a wagon complete, with extra rations for the wood- 
choppers standing outside the corral at the west end, 
which contained the bedding of the woodchoppers. 
This wagon stood some ten feet from the wagon boxes 
which formed the corral. It had a canvas cover over 
the bows. 

On August I St I was with the detail guarding the 
woodchoppers at the lower pinery, and was on picket 
all day. Several of us, when questioned by the sergeant 
in charge of the detail as to whether we had seen any 
Indians, replied that we had not, but that we "thought 
we could smell them." The sergeant, McQuiery, gave 
us an incredulous look and gruffly exclaimed, "Smell 
hell!" with extreme contempt. 

That night we, who had been on picket duty all day, 
formed the guard around the camp. Two sentinels 
were posted, one at the east end and one at the west end 
of the corral, with strict orders from Captain Powell 
to allow no one to enter the camp, and to challenge 
anyone or anything approaching; also, if there was 
the slightest suspicion in our minds, to open fire upon 
the approaching objects, or upon anything that looked 
like Indians. 

The night was clear and starry above us, but toward 
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the mountains and down the Big Piney valley it looked 
awfully dark and ominous. Private Jack McDonough's 
dog, "Jess," was around with the sentinels all night, 
and although we could not see or hear anything sus- 
picious, the animal would run furiously down the hill 
toward the Big Piney valley every few minutes, bark- 
ing and snapping furiously. 

I have always since believed that Red Cloud's war- 
riors were in the valley and around our camp all that 
night of August ist, waiting for a chance to surprise 
us during the night or at day-break, when we were 
supposed to be somewhat off our guard. 

At day-break on August 2d, the cooks were called 
early to get up and prepare breakfast for the company. 
A detail of pickets was sent to the point on the banks of 
the Little Piney between the two camps. Our drum- 
mer-boy, Hines, beat the reveille first call, and fifteen 
minutes later the company fell in, and answered rev- 
ielle roll call -some, alas, for the last time. 

Breakfast was announced by Cook Brown calling 
"Chuck!" and immediately after, the company broke 
ranks and laid away their rifles. The whole company 
took breakfast, with the exception of two men still on 
picket around the corral. By this time the sun had 
risen, and we scanned the horizon and the foothills to 
the north and down the valley of the Big Piney. 

We could not see the least sign of an Indian, although 
we learned afterward that they were watching our 
every movement from points of vantage in the hills. 
I was told this some years later by Chief Rain-in-the- 
Face while I was a sergeant of Company H, Twenty- 
second Infantry, at Standing Rock agency, during the 
Sioux Ghost Dance war of 1 890-1 891. 

Immediately after breakfast the wagon trains started 
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for their different destinations - one going to the fort 
loaded with logs which had been brought out of the 
pinery the day before, with a detachment of twenty 
men, commanded by Lieutenant Francis McCarthy 
and Corporal Paddy Conley, who accompanied the 
train as an escort. If my memory serves me right, Mr. 
Porter who owned the bull train and had the contract 
for supplying the wood to the quartermaster at Fort 
Phil Kearney, went along. 

The other train pulled out for the lower pinery with 
an escort of thirteen men. Jack McDonough, Dave 
Moore, McNally and McCumber are the names of 
some of this escort, which was commanded by Corporal 
Riley Porter. With Porter was "Portugee'' Phillips, 
who had carried the dispatches of Colonel Carrington 
from Fort Phil Kearney to Horseshoe Station after the 
Fetterman disaster of December 21, the previous year. 
Phillips was accompanied by a man named Judd. Both 
Phillips and Judd had sub-contracts from Mr. Porter, 
the contractor. 

About this time, 6:45, a.m., I was ordered by the 
first sergeant to proceed, fully armed and equipped, 
and relieve Private John Grady as lance corporal in 
charge of the picket-post on the banks of the Little 
Piney. Having relieved Grady, who instructed me to 
keep a sharp lookout for Indians, I fixed up a sort of 
shade from the hot sun with willows stuck in the 
ground and ponchos tied over the tops. I had laid 
under this canopy for perhaps fifteen minutes with a 
private named Deming, when suddenly Guard Garrett 
yelled '^Indians!" 

Deming and I jumped to our feet, and sure enough, 
away to the west of us we counted seven Indians, 
mounted, coming across the divide from the north on a 
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dead run and in single file, riding toward the Little 
Piney and chanting their war song. As the Indians 
were coming in an oblique direction toward us, and 
as not a man in the company had yet fired a shot at 
an Indian from the new breech-loading fifty-caliber 
Springfield rifles with which we had just been armed, 
•I sat down and adjusted my sights to seven hundred 
yards, and laying my rifle on top of a stone breastwork, 
took steady aim at the Indian in advance and fired. 
My bullet struck a stone in front of the Indian, rico- 
cheted off and wounded his pony. The Indian was 
thrown off, but immediately sprang to his feet as his 
pony fell, and was taken up behind a mounted warrior 
who was following closely in his rear. 

About this time Deming and I looked toward our 
main camp, and over the Big Piney, to the foothills 
toward the north, and there we saw more Indians than 
we had ever seen before. Deming exclaimed in an ex- 
cited tone : "Look at the Indians !" and pointing toward 
the foothills across Big Piney Creek, he added: "My 
God! there are thousands of them!" 

Hearing shots across the Little Piney, I ordered 
Garrett to watch for signals from the main camp, and 
sent Deming across the Little Piney to see what was 
going on at the other camp, which was a woodchoppers' 
camp consisting of seven or eight wagons. This camp 
was perhaps twelve hundred yards directly south of 
our main camp. Garrett and I watched the Indians 
coming across the foothills, like a big swarm of bees, 
on the north side of the Big Piney, feeling very uneasy 
the while about our failure to receive any signals to 
return to the main camp where the wagon boxes were 
corraled. Deming soon came back and reported that 
Indians had run off the herd, and that all the men, in- 
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eluding four of our soldiers (Harris, Kittredge, Lang 
and Kilberg), who were guarding the small camp 
south of Little Piney, had run for the mountains, and 
that one of the civilians, a herder, was coming across 
the creek, leading his pony, to join us. 

Looking toward the main camp we saw quite a com- 
motion going on. The men were hurrying here and 
there. By this time the herder had come across the 
creek and joined us, and I told Deming and Garrett 
that we would start at once for the main camp, and 
that if the Indians got after us we would make a run- 
ning skirmish for it. The plan was that we would stop 
alternately and fire two or three shots, following each 
other up closely, with myself in the rear. 

We immediately started on a good brisk walk, but 
had retreated only about seventy-five or a hundred 
yards before the Indians commenced coming up out 
of the Little Piney Creek bottom by ones, twos and 
threes at different places. The first one I saw was com- 
ing up the bank of the creek sideways, and he carried 
an old Spencer carbine which he was waving excitedly. 
I immediately "pulled down" on him just as he was 
aiming at me. My bullet knocked him off his pony, 
and I heard his shot whizz past my head. 

By this time Garrett had stopped and was down on 
one knee, firing at the Indians who had come up out 
of the creek higher up to the west of us. I ran past 
Garrett toward camp, and saw Deming on my right, 
shooting at the Indians. At this moment the citizen 
herder, who was leading his pony by the bridle-rein, 
told me to stick my bayonet in the animal's flanks to 
make him go faster. I told him to turn the pony loose 
and shoot at the Indians, who had by this time in- 
creased in numbers at such an alarming rate that they 
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seemed to rise out of the ground like a flock of birds. 
All of them were naked, with the exception of the reg- 
ulation "gee-string" around their waists, while some of 
them wore gorgeous war-bonnets; others had a single 
feather in their scalp-locks. Their bodies were painted 
white, green and yellow, which made them look hide- 
ous in the extreme. 

All of us were now on the dead run. Even the herd- 
er's pony was clipping it off, with half a dozen arrows 
sticking in his flanks, and it seemed as if hell had brok- 
en loose. The Indians whooped and yelled as they 
rode hither and thither and backward and forward 
in their efforts to surround us by circling, endeavoring 
thereby to cut us off from the main camp. Each one 
of us knew full well that if we were hit by an arrow 
or bullet it would mean death -or something worse if 
captured alive. We realized that if disabled our scalps 
would soon be dangling at the scalp-pole of some Sioux 
warrior. We had seen and assisted in collecting the 
bodies of our comrades who were so horribly mutilated 
at the Fetterman fight, and knew that a similar fate 
awaited us if we were cut off. We kept on running 
and shooting, expecting every minute to feel a bullet 
or an arrow in our backs. 

We soon saw one of our men run out to meet us from 
the main camp. He dropped on one knee about a 
hundred yards from the main corral and opened a rapid 
fire on the advancing hordes of savages. Several fell 
from their ponies under his accurate fire. This man 
proved to be one of our sergeants, Littman by name, 
who, by his courage and thoughtfulness in coming out 
to meet us, and the rapidity and effectiveness of his 
fire, saved us from being surrounded and cut off by the 
red devils. We were thus enabled to reach the main 
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camp in the wagon box corral, although we were in a 
completely exhausted condition. The civilian herder 
who was leading his pony, was the last one to enter 
the corral. 

Upon our arrival, completely winded from our long 
and dangerous run, I immediately reported to Captain 
Powell, who was standing outside and on the south 
side of the corral, where he had evidently observed 
our retreat and pursuit by the Indians. To him, in a 
panting and exhausted condition, I reported why we 
had left the picket-post without orders, as it was im- 
possible for us to hold it against such overwhelming 
odds. 

Looking me straight in the eye. Captain Powell ex- 
claimed: "You have done nobly, my boy! You could 
not have done better!" Then addressing the three of 
us, he said "Men, find a place in the wagon boxes. 
You'll have to fight for your lives today 1" 

We saluted and turned to obey his orders, at the 
same time following his instructions to provide our- 
selves with plenty of ammunition. 

To my dying day I shall never forget the fierce "do- 
or-die" look on Captain Powell's face that morning. 
Deming, Garrett and I split up, and each man carried 
into his wagon box plenty of loaded shells. The Indi- 
ans were not aware that we had received new rifles, 
and supposed that after we had fired one shot they 
would be able to ride us down before we could reload. 

Much has been said by historians and others who 
have written short accounts of this fight, regarding the 
wagon boxes inside of which we fought. Some have 
said that the boxes were made of boiler-iron, and oth- 
ers that they were lined with steel and had loopholes 
through the sides. All such statements are abso- 
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lutely without foundation. They were the ordinary 
government wagon boxes, part of the same 
equipment used during the Civil War. They were 
built simply of thin wood, while some of them were 
make-shift wagons belonging to the contractor's bull 
train ; the heaviest of them being made of but one inch 
boards. There was not a particle of iron about them 
anywhere, except the bolts, stay-straps and nuts used 
in holding the rickety concerns together. I also have 
read in some accounts that the wagon boxes were "a 
kind of traveling fort supplied by the government." 
Any statement that the wagon boxes used as protection 
in this fight of August 2, 1867, were other than plain, 
ordinary wood wagon boxes, is a fabrication pure and 
simple, no matter on what authority given. 

I soon found a place in one of the wagon beds on the 
south side of the corral, and here I found Sergeant 
McQuiery and Private John Grady. Grady was the 
only one to speak to me, inviting me to come in with 
them, saying: "You'll have to fight like hell today, kid, 
if you expect to get out of this alive." I was the young- 
est boy in the company, being but eighteen years of age, 
and was always called "the kid," which appellation 
was given me by Dan Flynn, a member of Company 

Leaning my rifle against the sides of the wagon beds, 
I carried a hundred rounds of ammunition to my place, 
and then took a walk around among the men who were 
standing in groups inside and outside of the corral 
watching the Indians assembling all around us. I 
spoke to some of the men, but no one answered me, and 
the expression of their faces will haunt me as long as 
I live. I had been in a score of fights and skirmishes 
with most of my comrades since we began to build 
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Fort Phil Kearney in July of 1866, and had been with 
some of these same men when we went out with Colonel 
Carrington on December 22d of that fatal year to 
bring in the remainder of Fetterman's command from 
Massacre Hill, where they were killed the previous day, 
and had then seen the stern, revengeful looks on their 
faces; but the looks in their eyes this morning was 
altogether different. It was a look, not of despair or 
desperation, but one of intense earnestness and resolu- 
tion. 

I saw Private Tommy Doyle piling up some neck- 
yokes belonging to the bull train on top of one another 
for the purpose of forming a breastwork, between the 
ends of two of the wagon boxes. I saw another man. 
Sergeant Frank Robertson, an old soldier who had 
served in the old Seventh and Tenth Infantry, taking 
the shoestrings out of his shoes and tying them together, 
with a loop at one end, which he fitted over his right 
foot, and a smaller loop at the other end to fit over 
the trigger of his rifle. I did not ask him what he was 
doing, because the awful horror of our isolated posi- 
tion seemed to dawn upon my mind, but I knew too 
well the meaning of those grim preparations -that the 
red devils would never get old Frank Robertson alive! 

I then joiped a group of five or six men outside the 
corral at the southwest end, and in the midst of them 
stood Lieutenant John C. Jenness, who was watching 
the Indians through a field glass down the Big Piney 
valley to the north, and on the highest point of the 
hill on the ridge east of us. There seemed to be 
hundreds of Indians, all mounted on their finest and 
handsomest war ponies, riding here and there, chant- 
ing their war and death songs. In the valley, more 
were assembling. Lieutenant Jenness seemed to be 



The Wagon Box Fight 53 

watching the big bunch of Indians on the high hill 
about three-quarters of a mile distant, and I heard him 
say to Captain Powell, who soon joined us : "Captain, 
I believe that Red Cloud is on top of that hill," (point- 
ing to the east). The captain made no reply, but 
hearing a commotion, accompanied by loud talking, 
among the men to the south of us, he turned, and seeing 
the Indians riding furiously about on the plains between 
Little Piney and Big Piney Creeks, he exclaimed: 

"Men, here they come! Take your places and shoot 
to kill !" 

And those were the only words of command given 
by him, save once, during the entire fight. 

Each man quickly took his place in the wagon boxes. 
Not a word was spoken by anyone, and the silence was 
awful. When I took my place in the wagon box oc- 
cupied by Sergeant McQuiery and Private John Gra- 
dy, both of them had their shoes off, and were fixing 
their shoestrings into loops to fit over the right foot 
and from thence to the trigger of their rifles, for the 
same purpose that Sergeant Robertson had done -to 
kill themselves when all hope was lost, in the event the 
Indians passed over our barricade by an overwhelming 
force of numbers, when every man would stand erect, 
place the muzzle of his loaded rifle under his chin 
and take his own life, rather than be captured and 
made to endure the inevitable torture. I had just taken 
oflF my own shoes and made loops in the strings when the 
firing began. 

Resting my rifle on the top of the wagon box I began 
firing with the rest. The whole plain was alive with 
Indians, all mounted and visible in every direction. 
They were riding madly about, and shooting at us 
with guns, bows and arrows, first on one side and then 
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on the other of the corral. Then they would circle, and 
each time come in closer, uttering the most piercing 
and unearthly war cries. Some of the more venture- 
some would ride in close and throw spears at us. Oth- 
ers would brandish their war-clubs and tomahawks at 
us, and others, still more daring, would ride within a 
hundred yards, then suddenly drop on the off side of 
their ponies, and all we could see would be an arm or 
a leg sticking above the pony's back, and "whizz 1" 
would come the arrows 1 They paid dearly for their 
daring, for we had a steady rest for our rifles, the In- 
dians were all within easy point-blank range, and we 
simply mowed them down by scores. 

The tops of the wagon beds were literally ripped 
and torn to slivers by their bullets. How we ever es- 
caped with such a slight loss I never have been able 
to understand. After we had commenced firing, a 
great number of Indians rode in very close -probably 
within a hundred and fifty yards, and sitting on their 
ponies waited for us to draw ramrods for reloading, 
as they supposed we were yet using the old muzzle- 
loaders, but, thanks to God and Lieutenant-General 
Sherman, the latter had listened to the appeals of Col- 
onel Carrington, commanding Fort Phil Kearney the 
previous year, and we had just been armed with the 
new weapon, and instead of drawing ramrods and thus 
losing precious time, we simply threw open the breech- 
blocks of our new rifles to eject the empty shell and 
slapped in fresh ones. This puzzled the Indians, and 
they were soon glad to withdraw to a safe distance. 

The plain in front of us was strewn with dead and 
dying Indians and ponies. The Indians were amazed, 
but not by any means undaunted. They were there for 
blood, and came in such hordes that they were ready 
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for any sacrifice if they could but capture our little 
party. They made heroic attempts to recover their 
wounded. It was their lives or ours. We had not for- 
gotten Massacre Hill. We were not fiends, gloating 
over the suflFering of their wounded, but that bloody 
day of December 21st was fresh in our minds, and we 
were filled with a grim determination to kill, just as 
we had seen our comrades killed. There was no 
thought of wavering. We knew from their countless 
numbers that if they overwhelmed us they could easily 
capture the fort, but six miles distant, where there were 
helpless women and children. We were fighting for 
their lives as well as our own. It was not revenge but 
retribution. 

After recovering a great number of their dead and 
wounded at a fearful sacrifice of life, the Indians with- 
drew to a safe distance, but while recovering their in- 
jured we witnessed the most magnificent display of 
horsemanship imaginable. Two mounted Indians 
would ride like the wind among the dead and wound- 
ed, and seeing an arm or leg thrust upward, would 
ride one on each side of the wounded savage, reach 
over and pick him up on the run, and carry him to a 
place of safety. This was done many times, and we 
could not help but admire their courage and daring. 

During the lull in the firing, we got a fresh supply 
of cartridges out of the seven cases holding a thousand 
rounds each, which had been opened by order of Cap- 
tain Powell some time before the firing started, and 
had been placed about the corral at convenient places. 
We had to crawl on our hands and knees to get the 
ammunition, and I saw several of the men, crawling 
like myself, to get cartridges. None of them spoke a 
word to me, and the utter silence was uncanny. 
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When I got back to my wagon bed I heard some man 
in the box next to me ask in a loud whisper for a chew 
of tobacco. While I had been getting my ammunition 
I asked a man named Phillips, who was also getting 
shells, if anyone had been shot. He shook his head 
and simply whispered, "Don't know." After I got back 
to my place I looked around and saw Captain Powell, 
who was in the second box west of me, with Sergeant 
Frank Hoover, and both of them were firing at some 
wounded Indians within sixty yards of the corral to 
the west. 

Lieutenant John C. Jenness was leaning over the cov- 
er of the wagon bed at the west end of the corral, firing 
at some Indians on the northwest side, where they lay 
partially concealed under the brow of the hill where 
the land sloped down toward Big Piney valley. On the 
north side of the corral, in a very irregular form, the 
land on which we were encamped came to an abrupt ter- 
mination, sloping down toward the Big Piney Valley. 
The nearest point from the corral was probably sev- 
enty-five yards northwest, and extended a greater dis- 
tance toward the east. It was behind this ridge where 
the Indians on foot had placed themselves in scores, 
all armed with rifles, and all one could see of them 
would be the two sticks across which they rested their 
guns. When they raised their heads to take aim we 
could see the single feather sticking up in their scalp- 
locks. It was these Indians who killed Lieutenant 
Jenness and Privates Doyle and Haggerty. 

While watching Lieutenant Jenness I heard Ser- 
geant McQuirey ask in a hoarse whisper if anyone had 
been killed or wounded. I answered that I did not 
know. The Indians, both mounted and on foot, were 
still trying to rescue their dead and wounded from the 
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plain in front of us; and on the plain to the southeast 
a large body of Indians were signaling with pocket- 
mirrors toward the big ridge east of us, while couriers 
were observed riding furiously back and forth at break- 
neck speed, going and coming by way of Big Piney 
valley. We did not know what to expect, but we knew 
they would attack us again soon. Something desper- 
ate had evidently been determined upon by the sav- 
ages. All we could do was to wait and watch. Not a 
word was spoken. It was a moment of suspense that 
was simply terrible. 

As we sat and waited for what we thought would 
be the finish of us, I looked along the wagon beds and 
saw my comrades sitting there watching the assembling 
of the Indians. Every man had his jaws firmly closed, 
with a grim determination to fight until we were over- 
powered.. We did not know what time it was and no- 
body cared. 

The fight had commenced about seven o^clock in the 
morning, and I did not hear any man ask about the 
time of day during the fight. Nearly all of us were 
bareheaded, as we had used our caps and hats to hold 
ammunition. The sun beat down with a pitiless glare 
that terrible August day, and it seemed like eternity to 
us all. 

Suddenly someone on the north side of the corral 
yelled, "Look outl they're coming again 1" We could 
see the Indians to the east, south and southwest of us 
galloping about and circling toward us, coming near- 
er and nearer. All at once some soldier shouted in a 
loud voice: "The tents 1" 

The line of tents were in front of us on the south 
side and had been left standing all the time of the first 
fierce charge, and we had simply fired through the 
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spaces between them. No one had thought of pulling 
them down until that moment Then two men leaped 
out of a wagon bed to the east of us, ran toward the 
tents but a short distance away, and began pulling them 
to the ground. 

At this moment Private John Grady, who sat near 
me in my wagon bed, yelled: "Come on, kid!" As he 
leaped over the wagon bed I followed him, with the 
bullets zipping about us and the arrows swishing past 
and striking into the ground on all sides of us. We 
loosened the loops around the tent-pins at the comers, 
working together, until all but the last of the tents 
dropped; and as Grady and I started toward the last 
one -an officers' tent, sixty or seventy feet in front of 
ours, to the south, we heard Sergeant Hoover shout: 
"Come back herel you'll get hitl Never mind the 
captain's tentl Get into your wagon box and shoot!" 
We dropped everything, and amid a perfect hail of 
balls and arrows rushed back and leaped over into 
our wagon beds again. How we escaped has been the 
mystery of my life, but neither of us were even hit 

With the tents down, we could see the Indians to 
much better advantage, and were enabled to deliver a 
more effective fire. The whole plain was again alive 
with countless swarms of the warriors, assembling for 
another grand charge upon us. Our fire was terribly 
destructive and deadly in accuracy, and we repulsed 
them again, but our gun-barrels were so overheated 
from the rapidity of our fire that the metal burned our 
hands, and we were obliged to open the breech-blocks 
during this lull to allow the barrels to cool off. . Dur- 
ing one of these momentary lulls Grady asked me to 
go after more ammunition. I crawled out of the wagon 
box westward, and saw several other men after more 
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ammunition, and as I looked toward the west end I saw 
the body of Lieutenant Jenness lying where he had 
fallen, shot through the head and heart. Within a few 
feet of the corpse, Private Jim Condon was fighting 
behind a barrel of beans placed in the interval between 
Captain Powell's wagon bed and the one with a cover 
on. 

Having secured the ammunition, I crawled back in 
my wagon bed. Here I told Sergeant McQuiery and 
Private Grady that Lieutenant Jenness had been killed, 
and of the manner in which he had apparently been 
shot. They both exclaimed: "Good Godl Anyone 
else?" I answered that I did not know, and as the In- 
dians were still making false charges toward us to 
recover their dead and wounded, we opened a desul- 
tory fire upon them. 

About this time word was passed around that Pri- 
vates Henry Haggerty and Tommy Doyle had been 
killed on the north side of the corral. The brave little 
Jerseyman, Haggerty, had been shot through the left 
shoulder earlier in the fight, but the fact had been 
kept secret by the other men in the same wagon bed, 
lest some men become disheartened. The men in the 
box with Haggerty wanted him to lie down after get- 
ting shot through the shoulder, but with his left arm 
hanging useless at his side, he had used his good right, 
and kept on loading and firing for over two hours, 
until the Indians on the north ridge finally killed him 
by sending a bullet through the top of his head. Doyle 
had been killed some time after the first charge, while 
bravely fighting behind a breastwork of ox-yokes. He 
was struck in the forehead. 

It was now becoming a question of water. Men were 
everywhere asking for it, and the supply was getting 
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woefully scarce, and the suflFering from the terrific 
heat and nervous strain was intense. Added to this, 
the Indians had rained fire-arrows inside the corral, 
which set fire to the dry manure within the enclosure, 
and the stench from this was abominable. I had filled 
my canteen in Little Piney Creek that morning and had 
brought it back to the corral on the retreat from the 
picket-post, so that we three in my wagon box had all 
the water we desired up to that time, and there was 
still some left. Grady took up the canteen and drank 
a mouthful, but immediately spat it out again, exclaim- 
ing that it was too hot for him. Sergeant McQuiery 
then washed out his mouth with some, remarking: "It 
IS pretty warm, but water is too precious to waste just 
now." 

Soon after this Sergeant Robertson started crawling 
on his hands and knees, coming from the east end of 
the corral toward the west end, poking aside with his 
head the arrows that were sticking up in the ground. 
When he arrived at the place where the body of Lieu- 
tenant Jenness was lying, he placed a wagon cover over 
it, and then returned to his wagon bed at the east end of 
the corral. 

There was a barrel half full of water standing out- 
side the corral at the west end when the fighting be- 
gan. It was about twenty feet away from the wagon 
beds. During the fighting it had been struck by bullets 
and the water had nearly all leaked out. Under the 
covered wagon, close to the west end of the corral, 
were two camp kettles in which our coffee had been 
made for breakfast, and Brown, the cook, had filled 
them with water on top of the old coffee grounds, in- 
tending to use the coffee for the company supper. Pri- 
vate Jim Condon had seen the water leaking from the 
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barrel, and had passed the word around the corral 
that the barrel was empty, or nearly so. Then Cook 
Brown volunteered the information that the camp ket- 
tles had been filled with water, and as they were but a 
short distance away, we immediately planned to secure 
them. 

My comrade, Johnny Grady, who sat next to me in 
our wagon bed, was crazy for water. He said: "Kid, 
let's go and get one of those kettles." I replied, "All 
right." We took a careful look about and then com- 
menced crawling on our stomachs through the arrows 
that lined the corral, and as we reached the wagon bed 
with the cover on at the west end, Jim Condon, from 
behind the barrel of beans where he was fighting, cau- 
tioned us to be on the lookout or the Indians would 
get us sure. 

The men on the north side seemed to divine our 
purpose, and word was passed along to keep up a 
steady fire on the Indians along the ridge. We crawled 
through the opening between the wagon beds, hugging 
the ground as closely as possible, and soon reached the 
place where the kettles stood without having apparently 
been detected. We each grabbed a kettle and then 
commenced crawling back, pulling the kettles along. 
We had gotten about half-way to safety, when "bang I 
bangl bangl" came several shots from the Indians to 
the north of us, and "z-zip! p-i-n-g-g-gl" we heard 
some of the bullets strike the kettles, but, fortunately 
without injuring us. We both thought our time had 
come, but we finally got back inside the corral with 
those kettles of dirty black water. When I looked at 
mine, there were two holes clean through it, and con- 
sequently I had lost some of the water, but we left 
them both with Private Condon, who gave each man 
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a good drink when he crawled out of his wagon box 
for it. 

The time between each charge dragged heavily, and 
the day seemed almost endless. Yet, the Indians on 
the north side of us, hidden under the ridge, kept us 
constantly on the alert, and some of them at the east 
end of the ridge, about two hundred yards from the 
east side of the corral, would run out toward us once 
in a while, armed with spears and tomahawks, each 
carrying a big shield made of buffalo-hide. There they 
would brandish their weapons in a menacing manner 
and utter shrill war cries. There was one big giant of 
an Indian who had thus run out several times from the 
ridge to the east, and he always managed to escape our 
fire, until he apparently thought he bore a charmed 
life, and that we could not kill him. He was truly a 
magnificent specimen of Indian manhood, nearly seven 
feet tall and almost wholly naked. He had led all 
of the previous charges from the east end of the ridge, 
and must have been a sub-chief. The last time he ap- 
peared must have been about two o'clock in the after- 
noon, and this time he came out slowly but grandly, 
with his big buffalo shield in front of him, brandishing 
his spear and chanting a war-song. Then he would 
hold his shield on one side and run toward us, jumping 
into the air and alternating this movement by dodging 
to one side. The sight was fascinating, and we could 
not but admire his superb courage. Several of us had 
fired at him but without effect, when one of the boys 
at the east end remarked : "We have simply got to get 
that fellow, as he thinks we can't hit him." We care- 
fully adjusted our sights, taking accurate aim, and just 
as he shifted his shield aside and began running toward 
us, we fired together, and he leaped into the air and 
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came down as limp as a rag, fairly riddled with bullets. 
We all breathed easier after this warrior was killed, 
for his death seemed to put a stop to any more charges 
from that direction. 

The Indians had withdrawn out of range, except 
those concealed under the brow of the ridge on the 
north side. These would take a shot at us every few 
minutes. The main body of Indians was around the 
big hill at the end of the ridge east of us, where Red 
Cloud was stationed in supreme command, and we 
could plainly hear him or some other chief haranguing 
them in a loud voice. Presently a great number of In- 
dians rode down the Big Piney valley out of sight. 
Another party, several hundred in number, rode out 
on the plain toward us, evidently for another charge. 
We all knew that they had lost scores of their braves 
in killed and wounded, and in their maddened frenzy 
would make another attempt to overwhelm us by force 
of superior numbers, and would take horrible revenge 
upon us if they captured us. 

It must have been after three o'clock in the after- 
noon when, straining our eyes for the sight of that line 
of skirmishers in the glorious blue uniform (which 
appeared later) we could distinctly hear a sort of hum- 
ming sound, seemingly made by many voices, below us 
in the Big Piney valley. Some of us thought it was 
the squaws wailing over their dead warriors, and as the 
sound grew louder some of the men on the north side 
of the corral rose to their feet to see if they could dis- 
cern anything below them in the Big Piney valley, but 
they had no sooner risen to their feet than others yelled 
at them, "Down, down, or you will get hitl'' 

As we waited in silent wonderment at this strange 
sound, unlike anything we had ever heard before, the 
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echo appeared to come from the northwest of the cor- 
ral. The Indians to the east and south of us had come 
out on the plain, where they were circling and coming 
nearer all the time, brandishing their spears and war 
clubs at us and giving voice to their war cries. Those 
of the warriors who were armed with guns immedi- 
ately opened fire again upon us, and we at once replied, 
killing and wounding many more of them. During 
this time, that awful humming, chanting sound grew 
in volume and intensity, coming nearer and nearer, now 
directly from west of us. The Indians to the south had 
withdrawn out of range, and seemed to be waiting for 
something to happen. 

And something DID happen! Suddenly there was a 
cry from the west end of the corral: "Here they cornel" 
We all looked in that direction, and saw a sight which 
none of those yet alive will ever forget to their dying 
day. It chilled my blood at the time. We saw the 
naked bodies of hundreds upon hundreds of Indians 
swarming up a ravine about ninety yards to the west of 
the corral. They were all on foot, formed in the shape 
of a letter V,,or wedge, and were led by Red Cloud's 
nephew, who wore a gorgeous war bonnet. Immedi- 
ately we opened a terrific fire upon them, under which 
nothing could stand, and at the very first volley Red 
Cloud's nephew fell, pierced by many bullets. Noth- 
ing daunted, the forces came on slowly, and in great 
numbers, the places of those who fell under our fire 
being taken immediately by others. 

So close were the Indian hordes by this time that 
the heavy rifle bullets from our guns must have gone 
through two or three bodies. They were so near us 
that we could even see the whites of their eyes. As 
they swarmed toward us with shrill cries and piercing 
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whoops, Private Jim Condon jumped to his feet from 
behind his barrel of beans, and shouted, as he waved 
his rifle over his head : *^Come on, you blatherin* sons 
av guns! We kin lick th' hull damn bunch av yezl" 
Captain Powell, who was close by Condon, at once 
ordered him to lie down. 

And now the Indians were so close that it seemed as 
if nothing could prevent their swarming oyer our bar- 
ricade and into the corral, when it would have been 
all over with us in no time. Our fire was accurate, 
coolly delivered and given with most telling effect, but 
nevertheless it looked for a minute as though our last 
moment on earth had come. Just when it seemed as if 
all hope was gone, the Indians suddenly broke and 
fled. They could not stand before the withering fire 
we poured into their ranks. The several hundred mount- 
ed Indians, on the plain to the south of us, who were 
intently watching this foot-charge, never offered to as- 
sist their red brothers by making a mounted charge, 
but discreetly remained out of rifle range. 

During all these charges against our corral. Red 
Cloud who was in supreme command, stood (or sat 
on his horse) on top of the ridge due east of our little 
improvised fort. Some of the boys estimated it to be 
three-quarters of a mile away. After this last charge of 
the Indians on foot from the west, and while we were 
waiting to see what the red devils would try next, 
some six or eight of us elevated the sights on our rifles 
to the full extension of long range firing, and let loose 
fivo or six volleys at Red Cloud and his crowd on top 
of the hill, and we all fully believed, from the sudden 
scattering of Indians, that some of our bullets found 
lodgment and made "good Injuns" of some of them. 

Suddenly the Indians on the big hill at the top of the 
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ridge started down the steep decline into Big Piney 
valley by twos, threes and fours. We took a few 
long range shots at them, which served to accelerate 
their speed very eflFectively. We did not understand 
this maneuver for a few minutes. 

Just then someone at the east end of the corral cried 
out: "Harkl did you hear that?" Everybody ceased 
firing, and in another moment we distinctly heard the 
boom of a big gun to the east of us. It was indeed 
heavenly music to all of us. It was the sorely needed 
relief from Fort Phil Kearney. They had heard the 
sounds of battle and started reinforcements, with a 
howitzer, to our succor. It was this big gun that was 
driving the savages off the big hill. The Indians on 
the plain south of us could also be seen disappearing 
into the pinery to the west. We knew what the com- 
motion meant, but waited, with nerves and senses 
wrought almost to a frenzy. Suddenly one of the men 
jumped to his feet, shouting: "Here they come, boys! 
Hurrah 1" and as we looked toward the east we could 
see those glorious old McClelland caps on the heads 
of our comrades as they appeared in a long skirmish 
line. 

Then we all jumped to our feet and yelled. We threw 
our caps in the air. We hugged each other in the 
ecstacy of our joy. We laughed, cried and fairly sobbed 
like little children in the delirium of our delight. The 
awful strain was over. 

Captain Powell suddenly ordered everybody back 
into the wagon beds, lest another charge be made by the 
Indians before our rescuers should reach us. We obe- 
diently returned to our places, and sat watching the 
skirmish line advancing, while the boom of the big 
gun was the sweetest sound that ever fell on our ears. 
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The gunners were throwing shells into a big bunch of 
Indians in the Big Piney valley. 

The redskins began scattering rapidly across Big 
Piney Creek and were soon out of range. The skir- 
mish line continued to advance, and in a few minutes 
we saw the main body marching in front of a small 
wagon train of ten or twelve six-mule teams of empty 
ambulances and wagons, with the big brass cannon in 
front of the teams. 

By this time everybody was talking and waving their 
arms as we recognized well known comrades from the 
fort We recognized Major Smith as in command 
of the rescue party, and also our genial post surgeon, 
Dr. Samuel M. Horton, and when they arrived within 
two hundred yards of us we ran out to meet them, and 
such a shaking of hands as there was. The first ques- 
tion he asked us was, "Who's hit? Who's killed or 
wounded?" Our rescuers told us they had not expected 
to find a man of us alive. 

Dr. Horton -God bless him! -for he was also so 
kind and considerate of every man, woman and child at 
the post, had his ambulance driven near to the west 
end of the corral, and with the consent of Captain 
Powell he gave every man -soldier and civilian -a big 
drink of whiskey out of a small keg which he had 
brought along. 

Then we tenderly laid the body of Lieutenant Jen- 
ness in the ambulance, and the bodies of Doyle and 
Haggerty in one of the wagons, and having packed our 
tentage, bedding and rations in the empty wagons, 
marched back to the fort. When we arrived at the 
big hill at the west end of the ridge east of the corral, 
we halted, and as we looked back up Big Piney val- 
ley, we saw a long train of Indian ponies, three and 
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four deep and fully a quarter of a mile long. They 
were carrying oflF their dead and wounded. 

As we approached the commanding officer's quar- 
ters, he stepped from the house and halted us. We 
came to attention and the general removed his cap 
and complimented Captain Powell and all of us for our 
splendid victory against such overwhelming odds. He 
furthermore added that we had displayed such heroic 
courage and bravery that he would recommend every 
one of us for a medal of honor. The recommendation 
was made, but for some reason none of us ever received 
the medal. 

As to the number of Indians killed in the fight, that 
is a hard question to answer. Captain Powell, in his 
ofiicial report, estimated the Indian loss at over three 
hundred killed and wounded, but we -the men of Com- 
pany C- estimated that there must have been seven 
or eight hundred killed and wounded. The late Gen- 
eral Grenville M. Dodge said that about thirty years 
ago, in an interview with Chief Red Cloud at Pine 
Ridge Reservation, the chief placed the total loss of 
the Sioux, Cheyennes and Arapahoes at over eleven 
hundred in killed and wounded. It was utterly im- 
possible to keep any account of the individual Indians 
each man saw fall, because as fast as an Indian dropped, 
others would ride up and carry him away. Chief Rain- 
in-the-Face told me at Standing Rock agency in 1895, 
through an interpreter, that he did not care to talk 
about the Wagon Box fight. 

I have served in the army forty-eight years, taking 
active part ift the Sioux campaign of 1876 and also in 
the Wounded Knee campaign of 1 890-^91 at Pine Ridge 
agency, but never before or since have my nerves ever 
been put to the test they sustained on that terrible 2d 
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of August, 1867, when we fought Red Cloud's war- 
riors in the wagon box corral. 

Referring back to the Fetterman disaster of Decem- 
ber 21, 1866, eight months previous to the Wagon Box 
fight, I want to state that on that day I was Sentry 
Number Two of the first relief, and was on guard at 
gate Number Two (or the west gate) on that fatal day, 
and I saw Captain Fetterman and his party march 
through the gate, and heard Colonel Carrington tell 
Fetterman not to go by Lodge Trail Ridge, and Fet- 
terman replied: "Very good, sir." I did not go out 
with Captain Ten Eyck when he was sent to ascertain 
the cause of the heavy firing beyond Lodge Trail 
Ridge, where Fetterman was then being annihilated, 
but I did go out on the morning of December 22d with 
Colonel Carrington's command to bring in the remain- 
der of our dead and mutilated comrades. The poor 
fellows were stark naked, their bodies filled with ar- 
rows and scalped. It was a most gruesome task, I can 
assure you.*® 

A COMPLIMENT TO CAPTAIN POWELL BY COLONEL 

JAMES B. FRY 

Brevet Major-General U. S. Army 

In a modest little volume entitled Army Sacrifices, 
by Colonel James B. Fry, Brevet Major-General Unit- 

^^List of names of members of Company C, Twenty-seventh Infantry, 
engaged in the Wagon Box fight on the Piney, near Fort Phil Kearney, 
Dakota Territory, August 2, 1867. Compiled July, 1920, by Samuel Gibson, 
UAA., retired, one of the survivors: Captain James Powell, First Lieu- 
tenant John C. Jenness, First Sergeant John M. Hoover and John H. Mc- 
Quarie (McQuiery), Corporals Max Littmann, Francis Robertson, Privates 
William A. Baker, Ashton P. Barton, William Black, Charles Brooks, Denis 
Brown, Alexander Brown, John Buzzard, James Condon, Frederick Claus, 
Nolan y. Deming, Thomas Doyle, Samuel Gibson, John Grady, John 
M. Garrett, Henry Gross, Henry Haggerty, Mark Haller, Philip C. 
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ed States Army, is the following sketch of Captain 
James W. Powell : 

The principal actor in the heroic defense above Recounted 
(referring to the Wagon Box fight) deserves more than a pass- 
ing notice, and we feel our task would be incomplete were we 
to close without adverting to him. Captain Powell entered 
the army as a private soldier at the opening of our late Civil 
War. Soon after the commencement of the war, being then a 
sergeant of First Dragoons, he was appointed a second lieuten- 
ant in the Eighteenth Infantry, and was promoted first lieu- 
tenant in 1 86 1 and captain in 1864; and in 1868 was placed 
upon the retired list of the army, being incapacitated for active 
service, the result of gunshot wounds received at the battle of 
Jonesboro on the first of September, 1864. He received the 
brevet of captain in 1863 for gallant and meritorious conduct 
during the Atlanta campaign and at the battle of Jonesboro, 
Ga. He was brevetted a major September i, 1864, for gal- 
lant service at Chickamauga, and lieutenant-colonel August 
2, 1867, ^or gallant conduct in a fight with Indians on that 
date near Fort Phil Kearney. This last brevet was the reward 
for bravery and endurance. It is a remarkable illustration of 
courage and endurance of this brave soldier that, while he was 
fighting against overwhelming numbers of savage Indians on 
the 2d of August, 1867, he was then a sufferer from wounds 
received in battle in September, 1864, and which ultimately 
necessitated his retirement from the career he loved so well. 
Honor to whom honor is due. 

THE WAGON BOX FIGHT AS I SAW YT^"^ 

I enlisted in the United States Army March 20, 1866, 
having emigrated from Germany but a short time pre- 
viously. From New York I was sent to Jefferson 
Barracks, St. Louis, where all recruits were sent at that 
time. Here we received our guns. From St. Louis 

Jones, Freeland Phillips, John L. Somers, Charles A. Stevens, and Julius 
Strache. 

100 By Max Littmann (living in St. Louis, Mo., 1920) former sergeant, 
Twenty-seventh U.S. Infantry. 
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we \^ere sent to Fort Leavenworth, and we marched 
from that post in full battalion. We rested for a time 
at Fort Kearney, Nebraska, then moved up the North 
Platte River to Julesburg, or old Fort Sedgwick, as 
it was then known. From that point we were sent to 
Fort Laramie, where we again rested. We then 
marched almost due north to the site of Fort Reno, 
and from there to the site of Fort Phil Kearney. 

I was twenty-one years of age at that time and un- 
able to speak the English language at all. However, 
I was desirous of seeing something of the country to 
the west before making any attempt to establish myself 
in business. In seven months after I enlisted I was 
made sergeant of my company, although I had not by 
any means mastered the language. All my orders for 
my company were written down for me iii English, 
which I memorized word for word. 

Passing over different events which happened at Fort 
Phil Kearney during my stay there, I will come down 
to the famous Wagon Box fight of August 2, 1867. 
My company had been detailed to guard the wood- 
choppers in the pinery while getting out logs to finish 
some of the fort buildings, and also to use for fuel. 
On the morning of August 2, I was stationed at the 
wagon box corral, which was under the command of 
Captain James Powell. Part of the men were off 
guard, myself among the number, and we were loung- 
ing in our tents on the south side of the corral. Sud- 
denly we heard a commotion, followed by a cry of 
"Indians 1" We who were in the tents immediately ran 
out to see what was the matter. I looked to the south 
where the pickets were stationed, and saw Captain 
Powell running up from the creek where he had been 
taking a bath. Upon seeing the Indians swarming 
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down over the hills, he hurried to give the alarm, as 
did those who were on picket duty. 

We were immediately ordered into the corral. There 
were twenty-five soldiers, two officers and five civilians, 
or teamsters, making thirty-two men all told. Captain 
Powell reported that there were several thousand 
rounds of ammunition in boxes, besides which, every 
man had forty rounds in his belt, so that we had plenty 
of ammunition to use. The gun we were using was a 
breech-loading Springfield rifle- a style of weapon en- 
tirely unknown to the Indians up to that day, and we 
had only received them two or three weeks previously, 
but had not had an opportunity to try them against 
the Indians. It was the rapidity with which we were 
enabled to deliver our fire that puzzled and drove back 
the vast hordes of savages which repeatedly charged 
us. In addition to our rifles, every man also was armed 
with a revolver, but we did not use them -not, at least 
to my knowledge. 

After being ordered into the corral, most of the men 
at once got inside the wagon boxes to fight it out with 
the Indians from behind this slight barricade. It oc- 
curred to me, however, that those wagon boxes -which 
were nothing but very thin planks -were mighty poor 
protection when it came to stopping a bullet, so I 
hastily looked around for some better protection. I 
found a barrel half full of salt. This I wheeled into 
position, and on the top I piled several neck-yokes 
used on the oxen, which afforded me some better pro- 
tection than the wagon boxes alone. Flat on my stom- 
ach behind this barrel of salt, I did all my fighting, 
and another soldier named Jim Condon was lying next 
to me behind a barrel of beans, where he used his 
rifle in a most determined and dextrous manner. 
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An erroneous impression has been made by some his- 
torians and other writers who have attempted to give 
to the public the details of this most extraordinary 
engagement. They have stated that the wagon boxes 
used in this fight were lined with boiler iron and had 
loop holes in the sides. It also has been said that the 
wagon boxes were made entirely of iron. All of this is 
absolutely untrue. They were just the ordinary wood- 
en wagon box, without a bit of iron or any other pro- 
tection about them. They stood about four or five 
feet high, and the fighting was all done over the tops 
of the boxes, and not through any loopholes or any oth- 
er such contrivance. If there was any wagon box in 
that fight that had been specially fortified or made 
bullet proof, I did not see it nor hear anything about 
it There were no sacks of corn nor grain stuffed 
between the boxes to stop bullets, either. There were 
sacks of grain for the oxen and mules inside the corral, 
but there was no time to pile up such a barricade before 
the savages descended in hundreds upon us. 

The reader must remember that two persons will 
often see things in an entirely different light; and for 
that reason I am stating only what came under my own 
personal observation in this fight. Some of our men 
were facing to the west, some to the north and others 
to the south, consequently different things were hap- 
pening at different points of the compass, and some men 
saw and noted things which did not come under the 
observation of their comrades. This was due to the 
fact that this corral was oblong in shape, and we faced 
in different directions. 

When we saw the hundreds upon hundreds of savage 
warriors pressing forward against our little improvised 
fort, not a man in the entire command expected to 
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come out of that fight alive. The battle could not pos- 
itively have lasted half an hour longer than it did, for 
we were almost completely exhausted by the awful 
heat of the day, and from the smoke occasioned by the 
fire arrows which the savages shot into the corral, and 
which ignited with scattered bits of hay and dry man- 
ure which had collected - for it was inside this corral 
where our animals were kept at night to prevent their 
being stampeded and run off by the Indians. This 
terrible stench and smoke nearly strangled us at times. 

All the charges that I saw made against us by the 
Indians were on foot. True, they were on their ponies 
when they came down the mountain-sides and across 
the country, but the ponies were left out of rifle range, 
with their squaws to attend them, and the advances 
were all made without them -at least all that came un- 
der my observation. Many of the Indians circled us 
on their ponies and shot arrows into the corral in this 
manner, but they did not make a direct charge on horse- 
back. 

The first advance against us was made from the north 
hills. There were about three hundred Indians in this 
initial advance. They were stripped naked, save for 
breech-cloth and moccasins, and were all hideously 
painted for the fray. Their surplus clothing and fancy 
decorations were laid aside during the battle. They 
advanced on foot, very slowly at first, and after the 
first volley fired by our men on the north side of the 
corral -ten to fifteen in number- the savages advanced 
on the run. At the second volley the Indians still came 
on with wild cries and shrill warwhoops, thinking, no 
doubt, that once our guns were empty they could break 
over the corral aiid score an easy victory. But at the 
third volley they broke and fled for the hills out of 
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rifle range. They had expected a time to expire after 
the first volley was delivered, and could not understand 
the rapid and continuous shooting without, apparently, 
stopping to reload. They advanced to within two 
hundred feet of the corral before the third volley sent 
them scattering. Had they advanced steadily with 
their entire force -which could not have numbered 
much under three thousand braves -the fight would not 
have lasted five minutes. It would have been simply 
impossible on our part to have loaded and fired rapidly 
enough to have prevented hundreds of them passing 
over our slight barricade, and had they once got inside 
the corral, it would have been all over in no time. It 
was perhaps a pardonable timidity on their part, as they 
had never before encountered breech-loading guns- 
and I am not speaking of repeating rifles, such as are 
used in the present day, but of single-loaders. 

I kept my gun pretty well heated up during the con- 
flict. I observed one huge Indian who seemed to have 
singled me out as his special foe. He was armed only 
with bow and arrows, but he certainly knew how to use 
his primitive weapons in a most skillful manner. Ev- 
ery time he sent a shaft at me he would leap into the 
air as high as he could, and would deliver his arrow 
at the apex of the leap. He was located not to exceed 
thirty to fifty feet away from me, but was in a slight 
depression into which I could not send an effective 
bullet. The only chance I had to return his fire would 
be when he jumped into the air to shoot at me. I fired 
at him a great many times before I finally managed 
to send a bullet where it would do the most good to all 
concerned. 

I was stationed at the southwest corner of the corral, 
and in the excitement of the fight some of the Indians 
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managed to get within five or six feet of us before 
falling under the withering fire we poured into them. 
These bodies falling so close to the corral, were not 
removed by their companions, Indians always recover 
their dead whenever possible, but these warriors were 
too close to our dead-line for any such attempt at rescue 
by their companions. 

Early in the fight Lieutenant Jenness fell. He was 
standing behind the wagon boxes at the extreme west 
end of the corral, and was looking toward the west. 
He was just remarking, "Boys, look out I There are a 
good many Indians here, but-" The sentence was 
never finished. A bullet struck him in the head, killing 
him instantly. I was just at his left, kneeling to fire 
from behind my salt barrel when he received the fatal 
shot 

During the fight many of the men suffered greatly 
for want of water, of which we had no time to get a 
supply when attacked. As for myself, I was not thirsty, 
and did not use a drop of water during the entire bat- 
tle ; neither did the man stationed at my left 

Just after Lieutenant Jenness was killed, a mule was 
shot directly to my right I worked my way over to 
the carcass and tried to pull it over where it would 
protect the body of my lieutenant from further mutila- 
tion, as a great many shots were being fired from the 
north. The mule, however, was too heavy for me to 
budge, and I had to give it up. 

So far as I know, there were no blankets placed over 
the tops of the wagon boxes as protection from flying 
arrows. These shafts, more often than not, had burning 
pitch tied to them. Many of them dropped inside the 
corral and started the loose hay into flame and smudge. 
There was at least a smouldering fire burning in the 
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center of the corral most of the time, and, as stated else- 
where, this smudge, smoke and stench would almost 
strangle us at times. The Indians not only were armed 
with bows and arrows, but they had guns as well. They 
had the eighty-one weapons secured from the Fetter- 
man fight of December 21 the previous year. They 
also had obtained firearms from the wagon trains which 
they had successfully attacked along the Bozeman 
Trail, for the white man's tragedy along this road af- 
forded the red men many weapons. Isolated trappers 
and frontiersmen also had been killed at various times 
and their guns secured. The Indians had further man- 
aged to acquire rifles from white traders while traflSick- 
ing for buffalo robes and other peltries. 

No person inside the corral was killed by an arrow. 
It was always a bullet that did the deadly work. How- 
ever, our losses were very slight, and it seems almost 
beyond belief that it was a case of but thirty-two des- 
perate men against three thousand infuriated Sioux. 
They must have lacked the right sort of leader, for 
had they attacked us in full force at any one time, not 
a man of us would have been spared -except to be re- 
served for torture. 

I have seen somewhere a statement that one man 
used eight guns throughout this fight. This may have 
been true, but I did not see it myself, if any such inci- 
dent occurred. 

The first news we had that relief was coming from 
the fort was about one o'clock in the afternoon. We 
heard a cannon-shot and a shell exploded very close 
to where the main body of savages were congregated. 
At this shot the Indians fled from. the field, going to- 
ward the northwest, from which direction they had 
first appeared. 
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The Indians were very brave in this fight, but seemed 
to lack a good leader, and did not use judgment in their 
attacks. I did not see any of our men jump to their 
feet and hurl any augurs or tools or stones into the 
faces of the Indians, as some writers have pictured. 

No such battle as this has ever been recorded in all 
the Indian engagements of the west- 1 mean, where the 
whites were so overwhelmingly outnumbered -and we 
were outnumbered nearly a hundred to one. Neither 
has there been such a successful combat with Indians 
anywhere in the United States as to numbers killed in 
comparison to those fighting against them. The clos- 
est approach to it was the Beecher Island fight on the 
Arickaree Fork of the Republican River in 1868, where 
fifty men stood off about seven hundred Cheyennes for 
several days before relief came. The more one goes 
into the details of the fight, the more deeply is one 
impressed that it was the greatest Indian battle of the 
world. Thirty-two men struggling for six hours 
against three thousand well trained, dogged Indians - 
and the lesser number without any entrenchments, and 
with but the most meager protection. It cannot be 
emphasized too strongly that there was no intrenching 
done from the time of the sounding of the alarm to 
the time of the bursting of the first shell fired by the 
relief party from Fort Phil Kearney. 

Referring to other matters of interest about old Fort 
Phil Kearney, I should state that I not only helped 
construct this post, but was one of the soldiers who 
stayed through its entire existence. I left the post with 
my company during August, 1868. From there we 
marched on foot to Cheyenne, and cheer after cheer 
went up when we heard the whistle of a locomotive, 
which the year before had made its appearance in that 
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-frontier town. From Cheyenne we took a train to a 
point in Nebraska. It must be remembered that we 
walked all the way from Fort Leavenworth to Fort Phil 
Kearney two years before. My company was mustered 
out at Plum Creek, Nebraska, and I was then detailed 
to Elm Creek, twelve miles east 

In speaking of the signals which Colonel Carrington 
installed for use at Fort Phil Kearney, I would state 
that the hill known today as Pilot Hill was the spot 
where these signals were displayed. On this point was 
a platform, and the back of the platform was in the 
manner of an intrenchment. The Indians signaled 
from their vantage points with mirrors. The soldiers 
signaled to the fort and other points with flags. Two 
of the signals were as follows : If a train of emigrants 
was seen on the Bozeman Trail, either going north- 
west or returning southeast, the flag was started at the 
ground and raised ninety degrees to zenith, and then 
wagged back to the ground again and furled back over 
the heads of the soldiers. If Indians were sighted on 
the trail or elsewhere, the flags executed a circle of 
one hundred and eighty degrees, starting from the 
ground on one side and going to the zenith and over 
to the ground on the reverse side, then back again and 
over again. 

I knew old Jim Bridger, the famous scout and guide, 
very well, as he was the government guide for our bat- 
talion. He was at that time dressed in buckskin cloth- 
ing. He was five feet, ten or eleven inches tall, of slim 
build, and was then sixty-two years of age. When one 
looked into his eyes they were wonderfully keen, and 
he could turn them down almost to a bead. He was 
silent when scouting, and knew every Indian sign and 
indication of the surrounding foe. 
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After 1869 my army life on the plains was a thing of 
the past. I was a young man and had my living to 
make. From that time until 1908 I had practically 
' forgotten everything in connection with my army and 
Indian experiences. That year my son, who lives in 
St. Louis, saw something in the papers about a reunion 
which General Carrington was attending at Sheridan, 
Wyoming, in connection with the Fetterman Massacre 
Memorial monument and the battleground near old 
Fort Phil Kearney on the Bozeman Trail. Until I 
saw this notice, I did not know the general was still 
alive. I wrote to him at Hyde Park, Mass., where I 
found he was then living. Later, I learned that Ser- 
geant Samuel Gibson, with whom I fought Indians on 
the plains, was living in Omaha. Gibson was in my 
company, and was himself in the Wagon Box fight. 
After that, he paid me a visit at St. Louis, and there we 
re-fought the Wagon Box battle in memory. 

The United States government at one time promised 
that all the survivors of this wonderful engagement 
against hostile Indians would be rewarded with appro- 
priate medals. Recognition, hbwever, of the bravery 
and gallantry of our little handful of soldiers never 
has been made, and doubtless never will be. In any 
event, the Wagon Box fight seems to have been totally 
forgotten, save by the very few now alive who partici- 
pated in that thrilling engagement. 

MY EXPERIENCE IN THE WAGON BOX FIGHT^^^ 

Your letter with request for what I remember of the 
Wagon Box fight has been received, arid I will oblige 
you, as far as my memory will permit. 

101 By Frederic Claus (living in Lincoln, Neb., 1920) former private, 
Twenty-seventh U.S. Infantry. 
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I arrived in New York City from Germany at the 
age of twenty-six. Times were hard, and so, early in 
1867, 1 enlisted in the army. I was sent immediately to 
Fort McPherson, and from there, as soon as possible, 
with reinforcements, to Fort Phil Kearney, going over 
the road on foot, via Fort Laramie, Fort Fetterman and 
Fort Reno. The Eighteenth Regiment U.S. Infantry 
was at that time stationed - one battalion at Fort Reno 
and the other at Fort Phil Kearney. Part of our re- 
inforcements were put in the Eighteenth, at Fort Reno 
and the balance at Fort Phil Kearney, where they were 
made into the Twenty-seventh U.S. Infantry. 

When our reinforcements reached Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, I and some others were attached to Company C, 
Twenty-seventh U.S. Infantry, under Captain James 
W. Powell. Company C was detailed to the woods 
to protect the woodchoppers and the wagon train, 
which carried the logs from the pinery to the fort, also 
accompanying the empty wagons back. The wagon boxes 
were not used, but were taken off the gears and formed 
into an oval shaped corral. These wagon boxes were 
placed a little north of our tents. 

On that memorable 2d of August, 1867, after the 
wagon train with the guards had been gone perhaps a 
couple of hours, the pickets gave the alarm of "Indi- 
ans!" Captain Powell was down at the creek, taking 
a bath, I believe. He came toward the corral on the 
run, shouting: "Boys, the Indians are herel It will be 
a hard day for you all. You know what your orders 
are !" 

Lieutenant Jenness called the company -or what was 
left of it, to fall in line, and the orderly-sergeant told 
us to take the ammunition out of the wagons and dis- 
tribute it around in the wagon boxes, and to seek shel- 
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ter in them at once. The lieutenant had not been very 
long in the country, and had had no experience in fight- 
ing Indians. He was instructed to also get in one of 
the wagon boxes where he would be sheltered from the 
fire of the Indians, but he replied that he knew how to 
fight redskins as well as anyone. This was his last sen- 
tence, for just then he fell dead with a bullet through 
his brain. That was in the first charge the Indian? 
made, where they posted their sharpshooters in front 
of the wagon boxes with bows and arrows and tried to 
set them on fire. 

We had to contend with a rifle with which we were 
not acquainted. They were breech-loaders, and we had 
received them only about two weeks previously. We 
knew that our only salvation was in keeping the Indians 
from getting inside the corral. Once there, and they 
could easily have cleaned us all up. The air was so 
full of smoke from our guns that it was seldom that we 
could see further than a few rods, and we had to be 
very careful in putting our heads above the wagon 
boxes in order to shoot. 

Sometimes a box was set on fire by the Indians when 
they would shoot fire arrows into them. Large bodies 
of the savages were lying close in front of the wagon 
beds, where they could easily reach our position with 
their primitive weapons, and large numbers of them 
were also armed with rifles. 

These wagon boxes from which we were fighting 
were just the old fashioned prairie schooner style. None 
of them were lined with boiler iron, nor anything else 
which would serve to protect us. I have read stories 
by some writers that these wagon boxes were especially 
prepared for just such a fight as we were engaged in, 
but they were not. None of them had sides which were 
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more than an inch thick, through which bullets whizzed 
as easily as if we had no protection at all. 

At the beginning of the fight, our tents were pulled 
down by some of the men to give us better observation 
to the south, and which left no place behind which the 
Indians could skulk up closer to us. 

The woodchoppers who had been cut off in the woods 
and were unable at the time to reach our wagon box 
fort, hid out in the timber until the fight was over, and 
then they came in and went to the fort with us. 

When the reinforcements arrived from the fort, we 
were indeed a happy lot of men. None of us ever ex- 
pected to come out of that fight alive. There was a 
howitzer with the relief party, and it dealt death and 
destruction to the savages and put them quickly to 
flight. 

I have read somewhere in some magazine about the 
number of Indians which are said to have been killed 
in this fight, and the figures given were between twelve 
hundred and thirteen hundred. This sounds to me 
pretty unreasonable and overdrawn, and I cannot be- 
lieve their loss was so great as that. As I remember it, 
we found only one wounded Indian which they were 
unable to carry away with them. There was also a 
dead mule inside our corral. Our own loss was two 
or three killed and several wounded, but it was very 
slight in comparison to the Indian loss which must have 
amounted to several score. It must also be remembered 
that we had only thirty- two men fighting, and the In- 
dian force was in the neighborhood of three thousand 
warriors. 

Some months after the battle I and another comrade 
spoke to an Indian who had come to the fort. He could 
speak a little English. We asked him how many war- 
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riors Red Cloud had in the Wagon Box fight, and the 
Indian gave the number as over two thousand five hun- 
dred fighting men. Then we asked him how many Red 
Cloud lost He could not -or would not- tell, but 
stated that the chief had declared that he lost the flower 
of his nation, and we came to the conclusion that their 
loss must have been a couple of hundred at least. I 
said always that it was impossible for our thirty-two 
men to have killed thirteen hundred out of their two 
thousand five hundred warriors. 

On another occasion, about six weeks after this battle, 
our company was out on guard duty with the wood- 
choppers. As we were preparing to go back to camp 
again, one of the men returned to the creek to get a 
drink. We heard a shot in the direction in which he 
had gone, and when some of the men went to reconnoi- 
ter, we found his dead body lying where he had knelt 
down to drink. Of course an Indian had waylaid him. 

Another time a soldier was pretty nearly killed by a 
big black bear. He had gone a little ahead from his 
station, being attracted by a peculiar noise in the under- 
brush. Suddenly he was confronted by an enormous 
bear. He shot at the animal, but must have missed. 
The bear sprang on him, knocked him down, and tore 
his cheeks open on both sides of his face. They were 
both hanging down, with the blood streaming from 
his wounds, when a couple of us reached him. We 
killed the bear and bandaged the man up as best we 
could, and brought him back to the fort. In the hos- 
pital he said his na:me was Haller. In about another 
month or so he came out of the hospital, but he had 
two terrible scars on his face, and was nicknamed 
"Bear" Haller ever after. 

As to the Fetterman disaster that happened before I 
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had arrived at Fort Phil Kearney, and all I know about 
it is what I heard from others after reaching there, 
and I do not care to make any statement about it for 
that reason. 

There were many interesting happenings at Fort 
Phil Kearney, as well as sad ones, but after a lapse of 
fifty years and more, many of them have escaped my 
memory and I am unable to recall them. The Wagon 
Box fight, however, is something that can never be 
effaced from my memory while time shall last. 



Personal Experiences in and around 
Fort Phil Kearney"' 

My first enlistment in the United States army was in 
the Forty-ninth Illinois Infantry, January i, 1862, for 
the War of the Rebellion. However, as this story deals 
with my Indian experiences on the plains, I will pass 
over my first enlistment. After my discharge, I re- 
enlisted in the Eighteenth United States Infantry, on 
March 28, 1864, and was sent west to help quell the 
Indian disturbances, which had become very numerous, 
owing to the fact that Uncle Sam's soldiers were busy 
putting down the Rebellion, and had but little time to 
fool with Indians. 

This was in the stagecoach days of 1 865 to 1 867, when 
that whole expansive territory was a howling wilder- 
ness. We arrived at Fort Kearney, Nebraska, on the 
fifth of December, 1864. Passing over events which 
transpired there, will state that I started for the north- 
west with Colonel Henry B. Carrington's Expedition 
for the Big Horn and Powder River country. May 
19, 1866. We followed the Platte River on the south 
side until we reached Julesburg, about May 29th. The 
last twenty miles of this march we found that the coun- 
try had been settled by ranchers, but the Indians had 
swooped down upon them and killed men, women, and 
children, and destroyed the buildings. 

From Julesburg we. moved on to Fort Sedgwick, 

102 By P. M. Fessenden, Chattanooga, Tenn., former sergeant and prin- 
cipal musician, Eighteenth U. S. Infantry Band at Kearney. 
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which was but a short distance. Here I was left be- 
hind the command with my wife- who, by the way, was 
with me on this entire trip and went through all the 
sufferings and privations of that frontier life, on the 
march and at Fort Phil Kearney. A daughter was 
born to us here at Fort Sedgwick. She was a great 
favorite with Captain Fetterman, who wanted us to 
name her "Sedgwick," after Fort Sedgwick. After a 
rest of about four weeks we both went to Fort Laramie 
in an army ambulance, with two men to drive and 
guard. Some new officers joined us at Laramie, and 
when we finally started on for Fort Phil Kearney we 
had a detachment of twenty-one men and officers, seven 
wagons, two ambulances, three women, five children 
and one colored woman, a servant for the wife of Lieu- 
tenant Wands. 

At our first camp after leaving Fort Laramie, a num- 
ber of Indians came to our command. They appeared 
very friendly- so much so that it excited our curiosity. 
We soon discovered the reason. The squaws wanted to 
buy our baby, offering beads, furs and trinkets of all 
kinds in exchange. When we refused they acted very 
sullen, and told us plainly that they would steal her 
if they got the chance. 

After a toilsome journey we finally arrived at Fort 
Reno, situated on Powder River. Here we remained 
a few days. We had a three days' march ahead of us 
before we could reach Fort Phil Kearney, our destina- 
tion. Our first camping ground after leaving Reno was 
on Crazy Woman's Fork of Powder River, on July 
20th. On arriving at this camp we found the weather 
very warm. In our party there was a saddle horse 
which the officers took turns in riding. Lieutenant 
Daniels rode on ahead to find a good camping ground. 
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He was about a half-mile in advance. Just as we started 
to descend a hill, the horse came running back, rider- 
less, with the saddle turned under him. Several Indi- 
ans were pursuing the animal. The men all jumped 
from the wagons and opening a rapid fire upon the sav- 
ages, succeeded in scattering them. We then managed 
to get down the hill and corraled. Here the Indians 
attacked us fiercely. We had formed the wagons into 
a hollow square, placing the women and children inside 
for protection. 

There were about one hundred and sixty of the Indi- 
ans as near as we could estimate, and only twenty-one of 
our party capable of fighting, but we kept those savages 
at a distance. We noticed among the Indians one whom 
we took for a chief. He was stationed on a little hill 
directing the fight by signals with a flag. Lieutenant 
Link had a Henry rifle, a sixteen shooter. He asked me 
to go with him and try to kill the chief. We crawled 
along a ravine until we got within rifle-shot, where 
Lieutenant Link, by a well directed shot, dropped the 
chief. As he started to fall from his horse, two Indi- 
ans rode up, one on each side of him, and led him away 
out of rifle range. 

After the death, or wounding, of this chief, the In- 
dians went down the stream into some timber. In the 
meantime, we prepared to get into a better fighting 
position. Before we could carry out these plans, how- 
ever, the Indians came out of the timber, with loud 
yells, and again attacked us. We reached the foot of 
another hill and intended to fight it out from that posi- 
tion, but we saw they had the timber, while we were 
fighting in the open. Then it was suggested that we 
make a rush up this hill and form for defense. After 
some sharp skirmishing, we accomplished this, reach- 
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ing the top of the hill, where we again formed in a 
hollow square. Some of the men began to hastily dig 
rifle pits. We had a hot skirmish with the Indians here, 
and it looked for awhile as if it were all off with our 
brave little party. Soon we saw a heavy dust cloud 
arising over a nearby bluff, and felt sure it was rein- 
forcements for the Indians. It happened, however, to 
be the wagon train of a man named Hugh Kirkendall 
on its way to Fort Reno. Nothing but the timely arriv- 
al of this train saved our hair. That night we sent two 
men back to Reno, for a relief party, and by daylight 
Lieutenant Kirtland, with a company of Infantry and 
a mountain howitzer, had arrived. Then we had a 
chance for the first time to hunt for Lieutenant Daniels. 
We found his body. It had been pierced by three bul- 
lets, and there were twenty-two arrows sticking in it. 
I have yet one of those arrows in my possession which 
went through the lieutenant's body; also an arrow 
which was shot at me, and which narrowly missed me. 

After burying the lieutenant we again started for 
Fort Phil Kearney. This time we were fortunate in 
having a large force. The Indians bothered us all 
along the route that day. Some of them, pretending to 
be friendly, came into our camp, but we could see that 
they meant mischief. One buck offered me five ponies 
for my Colt revolver. When I told Lieutenant Wands 
about this, he ordered the Indians out of our camp. 

After arriving at Fort Phil Kearney we pitched our 
tents, in which we lived while building quarters for our 
men. We had at that time plenty of supplies, including 
seven hundred beef cattle; the commissary was well 
filled, and we had plenty of ammunition and tools with 
which to operate. We had two portable sawmills. 
The fort was on a slight elevation. A fine stream ran 
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on the south side of the stockade on which the saw- 
mills were set up. There was excellent grazing for 
the stock, and a more ideal spot for a fort could not be 
imagined. Less than half a mile to the west there was 
another elevation, which was on the route to the moun- 
tains where we got out our timber. To the east, the 
hills arose to a considerable height. The highest peak 
was called Picket Point, or "Pilot Hill." On this point 
a man on horseback was stationed in the daytime as a 
lookout for Indians. Several men would accompany 
the picket to this hill. Here an unobstructed view of 
the country could be had, and the atmosphere was so 
clear one could discern a wagon approaching while it 
was yet miles distant If the lookout happened to see 
Indians, he would ride in a circle in plain view of the 
fort and stop his horse with its head in the direction 
of the savages. As soon as he began to "circle," several 
mounted men would start to his rescue, and the lookout 
himself would "dig out" at top speed. On several oc- 
casions these lookouts brought in arrows in their bodies 
as trophies of their retreat. 

Out at the pineries where we cut our timber, we built 
two blockhouses, one at each cutting, we having what 
was known as the "upper" and "lower" cutting. This 
was six miles from the fort, and detachments of men 
went out and cut timber each day. Every morning 
twenty wagons were sent out for this purpose. About 
half a mile before reaching the timber, the road forked 
at an angle of about forty-five degrees, one road run- 
ning to each cutting. Here we found trees that were 
ninety feet to the first limb, and as straight as an ar- 
row. 

The fort was planned by Colonel Carrington, who 
was an engineer, as well as our commander. There 



94 The Bozeman Trail 

were six acres enclosed in the fort. Around this six 
acres a trench was dug three feet deep, in which the 
stockade posts were set. These posts were about six- 
teen inches in diameter and eleven feet long, and were 
tamped three feet in gravel. They were hewed on two 
sides so they would touch. The top of each post was 
sharpened, and a port hole cut every few feet, being 
largest on the outside, so that the guns could be aimed 
right or left A platform was built at every port-hole, 
so that in case of an attack, a man could fire, then step 
aside and reload while another man took his place for 
a shot. Colonel Carrington was a very busy man, and 
took great interest in the building of Fort Phil Kear- 
ney. He was always out early in the morning and saw 
that everyone was in charge of their special depart- 
ments, doing their duty. He took great interest espec- 
ially in the construction of the magazine, to see that 
it was built according to detail. 

To build a fort like this took time and timber. It 
was late in the fall before it was completed, as we had 
Indians to contend with every day. They delighted 
to harrass and torment us. They would make raids on 
our stock, and they eventually succeeded in getting 
away with six hundred out of our seven hundred beef 
cattle. We would have our horses and mules out graz- 
ing, with men herding them, and the Indians would 
appear as suddenly as though they had sprung from 
the earth, like so many grasshoppers. They would 
run through the herd, yelling, whooping and waving 
blankets or buffalo hides, and stampede the animals, 
thus getting away with much stock. We kept fifty 
horses saddled all the time with which to go after the 
stampeded animals, but none of them were ever recov- 
ered. 
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The company buildings were very nice for log struc- 
tures. Posts were hewn and a mortise cut the whole 
length and set every ten feet The logs were hewn on 
two sides, with a tenent on each side, and dropped in 
from the top, so as to fit closely. When finished it was 
in panels of about ten foot lengths, the bark side of the 
logs being turned to the weather. The roof was of 
poles about four inches thick, put close together, then 
covered with corn sacks or grass, with about six inches 
of earth over this for "shingles." Such a roof seldom 
leaked. 

There were several married people at the fort, and 
a number of children as well. Colonel Carrington had 
his wife and two boys. Then there were Dr. Horton 
and wife; Lieutenant Grummond and wife; Lieutenant 
Wands, wife and boy; Bandmaster Curry, wife and two 
boys; John Maurer and wife; a man named Murray, 
wife and one daughter; a man named Hannibal, wife 
and three girls; another man named Laughlotts, wife 
and daughter, and myself, wife and daughter. 

There was seldom a day that we were not harrassed 
by the Indians. They very often attacked the wood 
train, running off the teams and occasionally killing a 
soldier. Teamsters sitting by their camp fires were fired 
on at night by the red devils. They would often prowl 
around the fort and shoot arrows at the guards, and on 
one occasion killed a guard in that manner. 

We had with us at Fort Phil Kearney an interpreter 
by the name of Jack Stead, who was taken along with 
the command when it left Fort Kearney, Nebraska. 
He had lived with the Pawnees for several years, but 
they had been at war with the Sioux for a long time. 
The Sioux knew Stead, and a price was put on his scalp 
by them, so he told me. He was so afraid of the In- 
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dians that I don't believe he ever went outside the 
stockade. He was very much excited when there was 
anything doing in the nature of an Indian fight. 

There was a special artist at the fort for Frank Les- 
lie's Illustrated Weekly, by the name of Professor 
Glover."* He had a camera outfit and was taking 
views for his paper. While taking pictures he would 
go around alone on the mountains, and sometimes would 
not be seen for five or six days at a time. He made 
his headquarters with the woodchoppers. He had 
long yellow hair, and I had often told him that the 
Indians would delight to clip that hair for him some 
day. He said he was safe, as the Indians would take 
him for a Mormon. 

One Monday morning two other men and myself con- 
cluded to start out early ahead of the wagon train, steal 
our way into the timber and try for a couple of deer, 
which we had often observed crossing the road a short 
distance ahead of the wagons. We started before day- 
light, and had gone but a short distance when I ob- 
served something white lying across the wagon trail. I 
remarked, "What is that?" The other men thought at 
first that it was a mountain wolf, as the light was yet 
quite indistinct. "Watch out for Indians," I ex- 
claimed. We cautiously approached the object, with 
our guns cocked, and as we got close to it we saw 
that it was the body of Professor Glover of Leslie's 
Weekly. It was the work of Indians, and they had 
clipped that long hair, taking the entire scalp. He 
was lying on his face, and his back was slit the entire 
length. Several arrows were sticking in the body. 
Poor Glover had met the white man's fate. 

losfhere is some dispute over this artist's name. The Carrington books 
give it as Grover. 
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My surmise that there might be Indians about was 
correct. They had killed Glover, and were mighty 
near us at the same time. We at once rushed to the top 
of the steep ridge, where we laid low until the wagon 
train came along ; then we lost no time in getting among 
the men. Here the Indians attacked us, and we were 
forced to corral the train and send to the fort for rein- 
forcements. This was just about at the spot where the 
road to the two pinery cuttings divided. We stood them 
off until a detachment of cavalry came to our rescue; 
after which we got our train in order and proceeded to 
the upper cutting. On this day we lost so much time 
fighting the Indians that we did not get back from the 
pinery until dark. 

Poor Glover, the artist, was told on Sunday, the day 
before he was killed, by the men at the cuttings, not to 
attempt to go to the fort alone, as the Indians were 
always keeping a sharp lookout for stragglers. The 
woodchoppers tried to get him to remain and wait for 
the wood train Monday. He left one cutting and said 
he would go to the other, which he did. The men at 
this cutting also warned him of the danger, and almost 
certain death, if he attempted to go on to the fort alone. 
He told these choppers that he would return to the 
other cutting-which he did not do^ as he was on his 
way to the fort alone, when he met the certain fate 
which overtook every man caught alone away from the 
garrison. Glover had escaped so many times that he 
apparently thought he was Indian proof. 

About this time of the year a company of miners 
appeared on the scene, searching for gold in the hills. 
A man by the name of Bailey was their captain, and 
they camped near the fort, where they were often of 
great assistance, as they were all crack rifle shots. There 
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were about fifty of them in the party. One time one 
of Bailey's miners was out hunting and the Indians got 
after him. He succeeded in getting into the thick 
brush on the ridge of which I have spoken, and which 
was a rendezvous for lone men when Indians ap- 
proached, because the thick underbrush afforded good 
concealment. The Indians surrounded this miner so 
closely that it was twenty-four hours before his com- 
panions rescued him. 

The fort was now finished, with the exception of a 
few minor details. We now began to feel safer. We 
were well aware, however, that it behooved us to be on 
our guard every minute of the time. Vigilance is the 
price of life when surrounded by hostile Indians. We 
began to have some few enjoyments. We had church 
services, which were well attended every Sunday. The 
ground was fine for dress parades, which we had every 
afternoon. We had guard mount in the morning. We 
had a most excellent band, and they gave us concerts 
to remind us of the dear ones back home in civilization. 
All this served to help break the awful monotony of our 
lives in that desolate country. 

The climate was very healthful, and we had no sick- 
ness of any consequence until our provisions ran low 
that winter. I do not remember that we buried but 
one man here who was not killed by the Indians, and 
that man was our band leader. The night he died I 
well remember how the wolves howled and made the 
night hideous, and we could hear them scratch at the 
stockade posts. When we buried the body we had to 
dig very deep, place heavy planks over the box, and 
then haul heavy stones and fill the grave to prevent the 
wolves from digging the body out 

In preparing for winter, we had wood to cut and hay 
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to haul. We contracted with civilians to cut the hay. 
They came from the settlements further east, and 
brought mowing machines. Remember, no white men 
were in that country then, except those passing 
through -and these were not always successful, by any 
means. We furnished soldiers to guard the haycutters, 
but soon the Indians began to burn the hay. We had to 
discontinue the haycutting, as the Indians were becom- 
ing too numerous. It was a queer thing about the nu- 
merical strength of the savages. Sometimes only a few 
would be seen, but at the psychological moment, it 
appeared that hundreds of them would rise out from 
the level of the prairie. As they became more numer- 
ous, they also grew bolder. Orders were given that 
none of our men should ever go out of the fort alone. 
The chaplain bought a cow, for which he paid seventy- 
five dollars. He told me if I would milk her, I could 
have all the milk that was left after he was served. I 
remember how I used to arm myself and go out hunting 
after that cow. I presume the Indians also wanted her, 
for they eventually got her, anyway. Orders finally 
became so strict that I did not dare go outside the stock- 
ade. Conditions were becoming more alarming every 
day. The Indians were becoming more numerous than 
ever in every direction, and they also were desperate. 

As we kept fifty horses constantly saddled, there were 
now no idle moments, but plenty of anxiety. On De- 
cember 6th, Colonel Carrington, Lieutenant Grum- 
mond and some others were in a desperate skirmish 
with the Indians, in which Lieutenant Bingham and 
Sergeant Bowers were both killed. Lieutenant Grum- 
mond told me afterward that he shut his eyes and liter- 
ally slashed his way out, as did many of the others. 
Grummond said he could hear his saber "click" every 
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time he cleaved an Indian's skull. The savages at- 
tempted to catch several of our boys by trying to put 
their strung bows over their necks and drag them off 
their horses. 

Conditions now were so hazardous that the colonel 
doubled the number of guards sent out with the wagon 
trains to the pinery. The weather was getting cold, 
and feed for the stock was scarce, as the Indians had 
forced us to stop the haycutting before getting in a 
good crop, and they had destroyed all they possibly 
could. It was positive suicide for a man to go outside 
of the stockade. It was getting time for the Indians 
to go into winter quarters themselves, and we realized 
that whatever move they made would have to be done 
in short order. 

On the 2 1 St of December the train had gone tfut for 
timber. Just at nine o'clock, during guard mount, the 
picket on Pilot Hill gave the alarm that the Indians 
were attacking the wood train. Immediately the fifty 
saddle horses were mounted. At the same time two 
Indians made their appearance across the stream near 
the fort. They dismounted and sat down near a tree. 
Both were wrapped in red blankets. The cavalry had 
gone to the assistance of the wagon train, as mentioned. 
Captain Fetterman offered his services, and with Lieu- 
tenant Grummond and some soldiers, started out. In- 
stead of going to protect the wood train, they started 
after the two Indians across the stream. The direction 
they had to go led them over a hill some little distance 
away. At the foot of this hill, but on the opposite 
side, were two ravines which came to a point. Over 
this point was a very large rock. The company of 
cavalry, not finding the Indians attacking the wood 
train, as expected, followed them over this point. Fet- 
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terman's men went over this hill, and followed them 
over this point, where the two ravines intersected. As 
soon as they were all over, the Indians swarmed out and 
closed in on them. The battle commenced. We could 
plainly hear every volley fired. 

Captain Ten Eyck, with an ambulance and a few 
men, was sent out at once. By the time these men 
reached the top of the hill, the firing had ceased and 
the battle was over. Captain Ten Eyck sent a mes- 
senger back to the fort that our men were all annihilat- 
ed. He could hear nothing but the groans of the 
dying. He requested that more men and a piece of 
artillery be sent to him. He said there were from 
three thousand to five thousand of them. Colonel Car- 
rington sent back word: "Come back; I have lost 
men enough." There were eighty-one men killed 
in that awful fight. Nearly all died around the big 
rock mentioned. They found the body of brave Cap- 
tain Brown, who had accompanied Fetterman's de- 
tail without the knowledge or consent of Colonel Car- 
rington, some distance in advance of the other men, 
scalped, and his body cut in a horrible manner. They 
had even scalped his horse, their hatred for him was so 
extreme. Strung along this road behind him, some of 
his men fell. They scalped every man, stripped them 
and slashed them with their own sabres. They placed 
powder in the ears of some of the soldiers and touched 
it off. They gathered grass which was dried, and 
placed it on the stomachs of others and lighted it. Here 
your imagination must rest for the horrifying details. 

That night was the most exciting one I have ever 
experienced. All was hustle and bustle. We expect- 
ed they would attack the fort that same night. We had 
orders to bar up our windows and doors, but to leave 
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port-holes in the windows to fire through. There was 
a magazine in one corner of the parade ground, which 
was a large hole in the ground, well supported with 
heavy timbers and covered with earth and sodded over. 
This magazine was well supplied with ammunition of 
all kinds. Wagons were hauled in ; the beds taken off 
their gears and placed on their sides and surrounded 
this magazine. Then more wagons were placed in a 
circle, until we had three circles surrounding the maga- 
zine. The soldiers were then placed three in number 
at every port-hole around the inside of the stockade. 

We had ten women and several children with us. 
The colonel gave orders that as soon as the Indians 
made the expected attack, the women and children 
should enter the magazine, and the men should hold 
the fort as long as possible. When they could hold 
it no longer, they were to get behind the wagons that 
surrounded the magazine, and when the colonel saw 
that all was lost, he would himself blow up the maga- 
zine and take the lives of all, rather than allow the 
Indians to capture any of the inmates alive. 

I heard Colonel Carrington utter those words. The 
colonel's wife and two boys were with him. The young 
wife of Lieutenant Grummond, who had lost her hus- 
band in the fight of December 6th, was also with us. 
During the evening, arrangements were made to send to 
Fort Laramie for reinforcements, two hundred and 
thirty-six miles to the southeast. The mail carrier, a 
man named "Portugee" Phillips, volunteered to make 
the attempt. We never expected to see him again, but 
still, there was some hope. Nobody in the fort slept 
that night. We expected the Indians to attack us every 
moment. But our anxiety was lost, as they failed to 
make any demonstration against the post 



Personal Experiences around Fort Kearney 103 

The next morning, Colonel Carrington went with 
men and wagons out to gather the remaining dead sol- 
diers which Ten Eyck had not found the day before. 
We did not know but the colonel and his command 
would meet the same fate as had their comrades on the 
previous day. We were overjoyed, therefore, when 
they came back, but sadness overcame us when, nearing 
the fort, we saw seven wagons loaded with naked bod- 
ies-arms and legs in all shapes, divulging the horrible 
manner in which our brave comrades had died. It was 
a horrible and a sickening sight, and brought tears to 
every eye, to see those men, many of whom had served 
four years in the War of the Rebellion, meeting such 
an awful death on the western plains. Some of these 
men had but ten days more to serve, when their enlist- 
ment would have expired, and they could have returned 
to their far eastern homes. 

I do not know as anyone has ever given out any in- 
formation as regards the number of Indians killed and 
wounded in the Fetterman disaster, but I will give you 
the figures that were told to me. In the spring of 1867, 
before I was discharged, a small band of Crow Indians, 
mostly squaws, came from the Little Big Horn. Some 
of these squaws were in my quarters at the fort, and I 
asked them to tell me all they could about the fight, and 
how many were killed. They said that about one hun- 
dred and fifty were killed and about three hundred 
wounded, of which one-half would die. I do not know 
if these figures are correct, or if anyone really does 
know the extent of the Indian loss, but this is what was 
told me by these squaws. 

We had a large frame building which was built for 
quartermaster's supplies, and which had not yet been 
put to use. Our massacred and mutilated comrades 
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were there made ready for burial. A long trench was 
dug and they were laid side by side out in that lonely 
wilderness. 

I had a narrow escape from the same fate myself. 
Before the Fetterman disaster I had made arrange- 
ments for a horse to ride out on the next raid against 
the Indians. I was on guard mount when the call 
came, and that is the reason I am alive today, instead 
of sleeping with my comrades out there in Wyoming. 
As soon as the cavalry started, I ran for my horse, and 
upon meeting Captain Brown^s orderly, I said, ^Where 
is that horse for me?" To my query he replied, "You 
are too late; they have all gone." If I had secured 
that horse I would not be writing this. 

Winter was now on in full force, and we looked with 
anxious hearts for some tidings from Fort Laramie. 
We had no telegraph, of course, so we had to wait for 
news by courier. At last word came that reinforce- 
ments had started our way. How our drooped spirits 
revived at this joyous news! Red Cloud could easily 
have wiped out every vestige of this fort, had he ever 
attacked us in full force, and why he did not attempt 
this is an unanswered question. 

When the reinforcements started from Fort La'ra- 
mie, under Colonel Wessels, the snow was two feet 
deep, and more, in some places, and the mercury was 
from twenty-five to forty degrees below zero. March- 
ing was necessarily slow. Sometimes the reinforce- 
ments encountered blizzards. They had to shovel 
snow, often waist deep, and sleep in tents, with the 
thermometer down at an awful degree of frigidity. 
They were suffering almost death in their efforts to 
reach us. They encountered untold hardships without 
a murmur. Some of them did not get beyond Fort 
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Reno, bn account of frozen limbs, which there had to 
be amputated. Washington's troops at Valley Forge 
did not suffer more than did these brave men. 

About this time feed for our stock was getting woe- 
fully scarce. We had to send teams up the river for 
fuel, and haul in limbs of cottonwood trees for feed 
for our stock. The weather had become so cold and 
the snow so deep we could no longer go to the timber 
cuttings. With our regiment was a troop of the Second 
U.S. Cavalry. Their horses became so nearly starved 
that we had to stretch a chain, in place of a rope, from 
post to post, and tie the animals so far apart that they 
could not reach each other, for they would gnaw the 
hair from each other's manes and tails. The posts had 
to be covered with hides, flesh side out, or the horses 
would have eaten the posts. They would gnaw anything 
in the shape of wood. It was pitiful to witness the suf- 
fering of these poor patient animals; and at night, es- 
pecially, we could hear them fairly moan and groan 
like a human being in their agony of hunger. I have 
seen six mules hitched to a wagon and sent out after 
wood and brush -the brush to feed the stock- and often 
but four animals would bring back the two wagons; 
the remainder were left dead on the way, where they 
had dropped from exhaustion and hunger. This was 
one of the most terrible experiences at the fort, and 
strongly impressed me. 

The winter was so severe that we could not get 
through to Fort Laramie for provisions. Rations for 
the men were now very scarce. We had to cut down 
on allowances. It began to look like starvation for 
men and animals both, and we were finally reduced to 
nothing but a little hardtack and condemned sow-belly. 
Food became so scarce and of such poor quality that 
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scurvy broke out, and nearly every man had it, which 
placed us in sore straits, and made our sufferings doubly 
hard to bear. 

There was one company of our regiment up at Fort 
C.F.Smith on the Big Horn River. We had heard noth- 
ing from them since before the Fetterman disaster. We 
did not know but they had met the same fate. An 
offer was made to two soldiers to go over the moun- 
tains and get some tidings of them. A sergeant and 
private volunteered to go. They went as far as the 
pinery on mules, accompanied by two men who were to 
bring back the mules. They carried rifles and well- 
filled haversacks, of such provisions as we had, and 
started from the pinery on foot on that perilous jour- 
ney over an utterly strange country. 

With hard struggling through deep snow, they 
missed running into any Indians, and landed safely at 
Fort C. F. Smith, where they found all was well. Here 
they remained for a few days, resting from their peril- 
ous trip, and then started back on their hazardous re- 
turn. A guide was sent back with them, and they had 
horses from Fort Smith to ride, so their starting was a 
comfortable one, but their troubles were not all over. 
One day when they stopped to rest and eat their dinner, 
the guide being on the lookout for Indians, he soon 
came running to the men saying that a band of Indians 
was coming. They all mounted and made haste for the 
mountains near at hand. The savages finally pressed 
them so hard that they abandoned their animals. One 
of the men dropped his rifle and they also lost what 
provisions they had, together with their blankets. 

Here they were, in a howling wilderness, without 
food or blankets, and several days' journey before them. 
Their sufferings were indescribable. They evaded the 
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Indians, but, without food, their lot was indeed a hard 
one. They managed to kill one rabbit, and this they 
ate raw. Their shoes gave out and they were obliged 
to take their coats and wrap them about their feet. 
Their indomitable pluck saved them however, for 
about eleven o^clock one night they reached the fort, 
but they were in a frightful condition. Their feet 
were frozen and they were nearly starved. They were 
obliged to go into the hospital, and were still there 
when I left the fort. 

I was a member of the Eighteenth U.S. Infantry band, 
and was promoted the last six months of my service to 
Principal Musician, with the rank of sergeant, there- 
fore belonging to the non-commissioned staff, and being 
placed in command of all the musicians at the fort. 

It seems beyond comprehension, at this late day, 
to look back and realize what we went through. The 
weather was so cold that winter of ^66 and '67, that 
men could not remain on guard but a few minutes at 
a time, for fear of being frozen. The relief would 
make the rounds, and another relief would start. Think 
of men on a platform four feet above the ground and 
only six feet long- which was where the sentries were 
stationed -and this space all the room they had in 
which to exercise enough to keep themselves from freez- 
ing, with the thermometer at forty degrees below zerol 
I can remember one time when it reached that point 
and remained there for ten days. Our food was such 
that it was impossible to get enough men for guards who 
did not have the scurvy. Sick men, poor food, short- 
age of fuel, zero weather and surrounded by thousands 
of bloodthirsty savages, eager to lift our scalps! 

I was discharged March 28, 1867. On the 9th of 
April I started for my home in Ohio, accompanied by 
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my wife and baby girl, who had been born at Fort 
Sedgwick the previous year. There were about a 
dozen of us who left that morning, with only a few wag- 
ons. The day before we started was fairly warm, and 
the snow was melting fast. By night it had turned 
cold and was snowing, and so fierce was the storm that 
night that in the morning we found ourselves confront- 
ed by two feet of snow. We had a three days' journey 
to reach Fort Reno. It was a terrible journey, but we 
finally pulled through in safety. When we arrived we 
found the Powder River so high from the melting 
snow that we had to remain there for some time. It 
was time for Van Volzah, the mail carrier, to arrive 
with mail from Fort Laramie. He did not show up. 
Day after day we were detained, but still Van Volzah 
did not come. Then it came time for John Phillips, 
who was carrying mail from Phil Kearney south, to 
arrive. He did npt appear until two days overtime. 
Then in the night he came in. The other mail carrier. 
Van Volzah, never did get to Reno, for he was waylaid, 
killed and scalped on his way in. His mail bag was 
found, but it had been ransacked and the letters and 
papers scattered around in the sagebrush. "Van" had 
two other men with him and two pack mules. The 
latter were loaded with onions, which he was taking 
through to Fort Phil Kearney, for the men who were 
suffering with scurvy- I was surprised to learn, several 
years afterward, that Phillips was then alive. How he 
ever got through on those trips without losing his 
scalp, I cannot imagine. However, he was a very brave 
frontiersman, and his pluck and nerve carried him 
through many a tight place. 

When we finally did leave Fort Reno, the weather 
had moderated, and we had a nice trip all the rest of 
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the way in. As much as I wanted to get back to civili- 
zation, among friends, and away from such a hard 
life, I disliked to part with the many friends I had 
made at Fort Phil Kearney. 

After we left Fort Reno and crossed the Powder 
River, we pitched our tents, cooked our meal and acted 
as though we were going to camp there for the night. 
When our fires were out, about ten o'clock that 
night, we started ahead so as to get through a deep 
canyon and give the Indians that might be prowling 
around, the slip. As we were discharged soldiers, we 
had but a few wagons. It seems so strange to me to 
realize that I traveled from Julesburg through to Fort 
Phil Kearney and back again, with so few comrades as 
an escort, through a hostile Indian country, and still 
have my scalp. 

There was a man by the name of A. B. Ostrander 
who was a member of my regiment, though he was 
only eighteen years old. He left Fort Phil Kearney 
in April, 1867, with Major Van Voast and about forty 
men -discharged soldiers and a few civilians, one of 
the latter being an old trapper whom we called "Big 
Sam," by reason of his size. He and Ostrander slept 
under the same blankets on the way down. Major 
Van Voast had the only tent in the outfit; he also had 
two horses. One night they made camp on a ridge 
right in a thick clump of sagebrush. After the Major's 
tent was put up, his two horses were lariated and the 
picket pins driven down on the inside of his tent. The 
major said he did not intend to have the savages steal 
his horses. During the night a little bunch of savages 
crawled up through the brush, pulled up those picket 
pins and got away with both of the major's horses. 
He never heard the last of that joke the savages played 
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on him. As the Indians were making their get-away 
the sentry fired a shot, which, of course, created a 
commotion. Ostrander started to get up, when Big 
Sam grabbed him by the back of the neck and pushed 
his face down into the dirt, exclaiming: "Don't you get 
on your feet in a mix-up like this, boy 1" It so happened 
that there was a bunch of prickly-pear in the very spot 
where Ostrander's face was pushed, and his features 
were so badly scratched and disfigured that it took sev- 
eral weeks for the sores to heal. 

Early in the morning six Indians rode around the 
outfit, just out of rifle range, yelling in a tantalizing 
manner -but they did not return the major's horses! 
Ostrander had a fine sorrel horse which he had pur- 
chased from Lieutenant Harrison of the Second Cav- 
alry, and this horse was loaned to the major for the 
balance of the trip, while Ostrander rode in the ambu- 
lance. 

My party had left the fort some time in advance 
of Ostrander's, but as we stopped at Fort Sedgwick he 
and his party overtook us. I recall that Ostrander put 
his head out of the ambulance, and it was all tied up 
in a handkerchief, and the report was circulated that 
he had been scalped. 

When I look back to those wild days on the frontier, 
and take into consideraton the many friends I made 
among the soldiers; the beautiful scenery of that vast 
mountain region, the snow-capped peaks, our staunch, 
well-made fort and its surroundings -when I look back 
to it all, it is a pleasure to recall those thrilling days. 



Route of the Bozeman Trail; Description 

of Forts Reno, C. F. Smith, 

and Fetterman 

No two persons seem to exactly agree upon the abso- 
lute route of the Bozeman Trail throughout its entire 
length. There are as many different roads traced on 
maps as there are draughtsmen. True, in the main, the 
roads agree as to essentials, but the variations are nu- 
merous. The Bozeman Trail or Road, as here set 
forth, is worked out from several reports: From Fort 
Sedgwick to Fort Laramie by Colonel Carrington; 
from that fort to Fort Reno, from a drawing made by 
F. G. Burnett;''* from Fort Reno to Fort C. F. Smith, 
from the orginal field notes of Mrs. A. L. Garber;'®^ 
from Fort Smith to the gold-fields and Virginia City, 
by Arthur L. Stone'^® and Colonel Carrington^s map 
made from Jim Bridger's surveys; from the Platte to 
Virginia City by David B. Weaver.'^^ 

Technically the Bozeman Trail commenced at Fort 
Kearney, Nebraska, where all the soldiers from the 
east and south, who were to fight Indians, were assem- 
bled, from here being sent into all parts of the west- 
ern country infested by Indians- and that practically 

10* F. G. Burnett, Fort Washakie, Wyoming. 

106 Mrs. Garber, Big Horn, Wyoming, was Miss Vie Willits when she 
made the survey in 1909 and 19x0, making the journey with her father, 
walking 2 greater part over the trail, sometimes riding in a wagon, often 
on horseback. 

^^^ Following Old Trails. 

107 Montana Historical Society Collections^ vol. viii. 



114 ^^^ Bozeman Trail 

included all of the West at that time. Fort Kearney 
was located on the south side of the Platte River, along 
the Oregon Trail, Fort McPherson being the next sta- 
tion to the west; the next post, Fort Sedgwick, was one 
hundred and ten miles up the South Platte. Fort Sedg- 
wick was considered by Colonel Carrington as the real 
starting point of the Bozeman Trail, which from this 
post, went to the northwest, crossing the South Platte 
toward the North Platte, following for many miles 
Lodge Pole Creek. Near Courthouse Rock, on the 
Oregon Trail, the trail went directly west, keeping on 
the south side of the North Platte, passing Chimney 
Rock, Scotts Bluffs and Fort Mitchell. Northwest 
from here the route was very direct until the Laramie 
River was crossed, and where Fort Laramie was lo- 
cated. The Bozeman Trail did not cross the North 
Platte at the fort, but continued on the south side of 
the stream until a natural ford was built or a ferry had 
been constructed. 

Mr Burnett locates the Bozeman Trail from Fort 
Laramie on the south side of the Platte, running very 
close to the river, and following the Oregon Trail to 
the northwest, crossing Horseshoe and Elkhorn Creeks, 
until reaching Bridger's Ferry, about two miles east 
of the present day railroad town of Orin Junction. 
Following the North Platte on its north side, after the 
Platte had been crossed, the trail continued to the north- 
west, until just west of the mouth of La Prele Creek, 
opposite what is now the site of old Fort Fetterman. 
From here, the trail broke away from the beaten path 
to the west, and departed almost to the north, where it 
shortly turned to the west. From here the entire trail 
was in a generally northwest direction, until Fort 
Smith was reached. Sage, Willow and Brown's Spring 
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Creeks were crossed near their beginnings, when the 
Dry Fork of the Cheyenne River, made from the three 
creeks, was passed, bringing the trail to Bear and Sand 
Creeks. On the north side of Wind River there is a 
postofBce called Ross, the trail going by its site on its 
west Then the road crossed Nine-mile Creek, going 
directly north to the Dry Fork of the Powder River, 
down which the trail went until it reached the main 
Powder River, by a ford over which wagons passed, 
and reached the first fort in the Sioux country. Fort 
Reno (Connor). 

Mrs. Garber describes in minute and accurate detail 
the rest of the route of the Bozeman Trail to Fort C. 
F. Smith, Montana. "From Fort Laramie the Boze- 
man Trail took a general northwesterly course, and 
upon nearing the Powder River, followed down the 
long ravine known as the Dry Fork of the Powder 
River. This Dry Fork crossing on the Powder is still 
well known and used, although it has never been suc- 
cessfully bridged, and has varied almost a mile in loca- 
tion, owing to the ever-shifting and sliding banks of 
that stream. 

"From Powder River the trail still used much of the 
distance to Crazy Woman's Fork, although the cros- 
sing of the latter was a mile below the present bridge 
at the Trabing postoffice (eighteen miles southeast of 
Buffalo, Wyoming) . As Fort Reno was located about 
four miles below the Dry Fork ford, from 1865 there 
was a much used road leading down the northwest side 
of Powder River to the fort and again back from the 
fort to the trail toward Crazy Woman. This distance 
of almost thirty miles from Powder River to Crazy 
Woman, has remained practically unfenced, and the 
Bozeman Trail, along with various recent roads, is used 
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today. From Crazy Woman to Clear Creek, the pres- 
ent road almost follows the course of the trail past the 
Vallows' for sixteen miles to the *Big Spring' at the 
^Cross H' ranch. At this point, where the lane now 
runs directly north into Buffalo, the trail passed off 
to the northeast, and followed along low ridges, through 
what are now the ^Cross H' and Foote ranches, coming 
down to a crossing of Clear Creek a mile below Buf- 
falo, Through these ranches, although much of the 
trail has been plowed and under cultivation for twenty- 
eight^®* years, wherever the native sod is unbroken, the 
grass grown tracks are readily traced. Across one ra- 
vine, where a large irrigating canal has absolutely 
obstructed the use of the road since 1883, the tracks 
are plainly indented in the sod. The Clear Creek ford 
is still in use by the ranchers, and is known as the *Ham- 
ilton' ford, because a man bearing that name lived on 
the west side of the ford. From this ford, the trail 
runs toward the northeast, past the Frank Grouard 
house and over French Creek; and then up the hills, 
just northeast of the Johnson County fair grounds, and 
down into Rock Creek valley; thence up the valley for 
about half a mile to a ford now in use just below the 
Mather's and Monker's house, and on past that house 
through the gap in the divide below. 

"From Shell Creek to Piney few traces can be found, 
but it is well known that the trail followed the general 
course of the present county road, varying but little, 
except where the lanes are now twined out around 
corners of fields. The Piney crossing was a little more 
than a quarter of a mile up stream from the present 
iron and cement bridge. The road up onto the Prairie 
Dog (Massacre Hill) divide, ran through the same 

108 Xhirty-eight years (1920). 
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gap as at present. Along the summit of Massacre Hill 
the trail ran northward and down that natural hogback, 
to a point on Prairie Dog Creek below the present 
bridge, and back of the building on the Banner ranch ; 
thence to the north of the present lane and between the 
big butte and the pond on the Terrill ranch; then to 
Pomp Creek in practically the same course at present 
traveled. Here the trail crossed to the southwest of 
the present road, and through a gap in the hills to the 
south of the Payne ranch; thence along the western 
divide down to a ford on the west fork of Mead Creek, 
a quarter of a mile south of the present lane. This 
stream, though small, has a very muddy, swampy bed, 
difficult to ford or bridge. This old original crossing 
is found to be inlaid with rocks. 

"Through gaps in the hills, the trail passed on down 
to Cruse Creek, running off to the northeast of the pres- 
ent 'upper' road. Cruse Creek was crossed near the 
Westgate' house, and then, to avoid the abrupt hills 
west of the valley, the trail ran down the valley north 
for over a mile to the low gaps in the hills one mile east 
of Big Horn, where the present county road runs. 
Thence, the trail crossed into the Little Goose valley, 
to a ford west of the Sackett barns. This ford has been 
fenced up for thirty years, and so little used that no 
proofs are left for newcomers, but fortunately a few 
old-time freighters remember and agree. Thence, the 
trail ran up to Jackson Creek valley and passed over the 
Beaver Creek divide, through the gap to the 'William 
Meanor' ranch on Beaver Creek, near the county 
bridge. To the northwest the trail then ran as directly 
as possible for a point on Big Goose, long known as 
Beckton, from the fact that Honorable George T. Beck, 
Cody, Wyoming, was the pioneer rancher of that sec- 
tion. 
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"The next stream, Soldier Creek, was crossed just 
above the present T K' ranch. Wolf Creek was crossed 
near the present county road and Tongue River at the 
*Upper crossing,' where Dayton is now situated. Five- 
mile Creek and crossed near the present Five-mile 
schoolhouse, and Pass Creek near the buildings on the 
Peter Reynolds ranch, the north line of which is the 
Montana state boundary. Thence, just northeast, Twin 
Creek was crossed on the Zachary ranch. Then the 
old trail unfenced, and, but little changed, runs on 
through the Crow Indian reservation to the Big Horn 
River, and is used occasionally by Indians and round- 
up wagons. The fords on the Little Big Horn, Lodge 
Grass, Rotten Grass, Soap Creeks and War Man's are 
all distinct. Across the valley of the Little Horn 
the trail is visible for many miles, as it winds up the 
divide on either side. In the Rotten Grass valley, 
west of the crossing, and again on the first Soap Creek 
divide, are rifle pits that mark the battlegrounds of the 
Bozeman Expedition of 1874. I' is interesting, that 
here in the reservation, where the trail is most distinct, 
there are invariably two or three equally worn grass 
grown tracks up the slopes, where Indians might have 
been expected. Thus, the tradition of trains traveling 
abreast for safety is proven. 

"War Man Hill is a very long, steep descent, and 
here the road has been worked and graded in recent 
years. Tradition places the trail on the first long hog- 
back north of the present road, and as all loaded wagons 
would have been pulled down grade, this is very prob- 
able. Fort C. F. Smith, after it was built, overlooked 
and guarded the Big Horn crossing." 

James Bridger,^®' as chief guide, and guide Williams, 

100 General W. F. Raynolds, on the Yellowstone Expedition of 1859-1860, 
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examined the entire route of the Bozeman Trail, from 
Fort Kearney, Nebraska, to Virginia City, Montana, 
with a view to an exact report on its condition, re- 
sources and the possibility of numerous cut-offs to 
shorten it. The distances were tabulated as follows :^^^ 

The Bozeman Trail surveyed by James Bridger for 

Henry B. Canington in 1866 

Miles 
From Fort Kearney to Fort McPherson (Nebraska) 88 
From Fort McPherson to Fort Sedgwick (Q)Iorado) no 
From Fort Sedgwick to Fort Laramie (Dakota) Wy- 
oming 161 

From Fort Laramie to Fort Reno (Dakota) Wyoming 169 
From Fort Reno to Fort Phil Kearney (Dakota) Wy- 
oming 67 

Crazy Woman's Fork and Clear Creek, two import- 
ant stops. Lake DeSmet on right, six miles from 
Fort Phil Kearney. 

From Fort Phil Kearney to Peno Creek Branch . 5 

To North bank of Peno 7 

To second crossing of Peno Creek .... 6 

To crossing of Goose Creek 4 



had Major Bridger with him as a guide. The expedition was sent into the 
West by the government to establish wagon roads to and in Montana from 
the North Platte and Sweetwater Rivers. It was at this time that Bridger 
found a wagon way on the west side of the Big Horn Mountains from the 
Yellowstone to the Sweetwater. A large part of this route was used by 
Bridger in the Bridger-Bozeman race to Virginia City in 1864. This ex- 
pedition also surveyed up and down the Yellowstone over that part of the 
country through which the Bozeman Trail passed from the Big Horn River 
to the sources of the Madison just west of Virginia City; moreover, Bridger 
guided the expedition from the North Platte along the east side of the Big 
Horn Mountains to the Big Horn River, where in z866 Fort C. F. Smith 
was established. The trail made by the expedition along the east side of the 
mountain was not exactly that used for the Bozeman Trail; it was nearer 
to the mountain and, hence, more difficult of travel. It was doubtless for 
this reason that the knowing Bridger, in 1864 condemned Bozeman's pro- 
posed road which in reality did not run close to the Big Horn Mountains, but 
many miles to the east toward Pumpkin Buttes where travel was not difficult. 
^^OA condensed tabulation taken from Carrington's Some Phases of the 
Indian Question^ p. 29. 
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To Brown's Fork of Tongue River . . . .13 
Between Tongue and Little Big Horn eight forks 
are crossed. Between Little Big Horn and Big Horn 
are nine small streams. 
To East Fork of Little Big Horn . . . .17 

To Grass Lodge Creek 15 

To Rotten Grass Creek . . . . . .16 

To Fort C. F. Smith (Montana) .... 8 

To Dubois Creek (N.W. by W.), seven miles from 

the mountain 10 

To North Fork of Dubois (N.W. by N.), seven miles 

from mountain 10 

To South Fork of Prior's River (N.W.) . .15 
To Ice Water Springs (N.W. by N.) . . .15 
Nine miles from here to Millard's Spring. 

To Spring Creek (W.N.W.) 8 

Summit between Prior's and Clark's Fork on road 

To Clark's Fork, nearly west 12 

To Rocky Fork, 45 ft. wide, 3 ft. deep with a good ford 7 
To Berdan's Creek, branch of Rocky Fork, crossed twice 12 
To South Fork of Rosebud, up Berdan's Creek for 

three miles 10 

To Rosebud River camp, about twenty miles from the 

mountains 8 

To Stillwater, W.S.W., road crosses the main Rose- 
bud and follows up Stillman Fork of Rosebud • 6 
To Emmil's Fork W.S.W., one divide is reached be- 
fore reaching this stream 18 

To Big Boulder Creek, eight miles up Yellowstone val- 
ley road over level prairie for nine miles level . 17 
To Yellowstone Ferry, ferry diagonally across the river I2 
Yellowstone Ferry to Warm Springs, S.W. . . 4% 

To Twenty-five yard River lO^^ 

S.W. 5 miles across ridge of Yellowstone. 
To Beaver or Pass Creek, road runs S.W. by S. .17 
To Cold Spring Creek, up Beaver Creek . . .10 
To Head-waters, cross divide to east branch Gallatin 

River 5 

To Bozeman City, down east Gallatin River . . 4 
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To Madison River, S.W. to W. Gallatin River 13 
miles, road runs across the valley for twelve miles • 33 

To Meadow Creek, road crosses Madison River, then 
up stream five miles, westward up canyon four miles 
to main divide of Hot Springs Valley, thence south 
across the divide to Meadow Creek, twelve miles • 2i 

To Virginia City - by cut-oflF, usual road is 22 miles . 16 

Total distance from Fort Sedgwick .... 967 



Distances between the established Forts on the Boze- 
man Trail in 1866: 

Fort Kearney to Fort McPherson (Nebraska) . . 88 
Fort McPherson to Fort Sedgwick (Colorado) . no 
Fort Sedgwick to Fort Laramie .... 161 
Fort Laramie to Fort Reno . . . . . 169 
From Fort Reno to Fort Phil Kearney 67 

From Fort Phil Kearney to Fort C. F. Smith 91 

From Fort C. F. Smith to Virginia City 281 

The Bozeman Trail (an account in Frank Harmon Car- 
ver, Early Emigrant roads and trails in Montana) . This route 
left the Oregon Trail at Red Buttes on the Platte River and 
ran northwestward through Fort Laramie, Fort Reno, Fort 
Phil Kearny (all in Wyoming) to Montana. It entered the 
present Big Horn country near the source of the Little Big 
Horn and followed down the valley of that stream until it 
turned west to the Big Horn, which it reached at Fort C. F. 
Smith. From there it ran westward to the vicinity of Bridg- 
er. Carbon County, where it joined Bridger's Trail, the two 
routes proceeding together northwestward to the Yellowstone 
and down the same to the mouth of Shields River. Here they 
separated, the Bozeman Road continuing in a westward direc- 
tion, via Bozeman Pass, to Bozeman. This trail was laid out 
by J. M. Bozeman and was named in his honor. It was also 
called the Bonanza Trail. Because of the route taken through 
Wyoming it was shorter than Bridger's Trail. 

At first the Bozeman Road crossed the Yellowstone as in- 
dicated by Bridger's survey just west of the mouth of the 
Boulder, but latterly there was established the Yellowstone 
ferry up the river just east of the mouth of the Shields. 
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Fort Reno 

As before stated, Fort Connor was established and 
the construction of the buildings commenced August, 
14, 1865, when General Patrick E. Connor arrived at 
Powder River while on the Powder River Indian 
Expedition. Captain Palmer described the commence- 
ment of this fortification as follows: "August 14, 1865- 
The first timber was cut today for building a stockade, 
the general having decided to erect a fort on the oppo- 
site bank of the river at this point. The Powder River 
is, at this point, a very rapid stream, water muddy, like 
the Missouri ; timber very plenty, ranging back from 
the river from one-half to a mile; grass not very good; 
no chance to cut any hay anywhere on the riven" 

When Colonel Carrington came to Fort Connor on 
June 28, 1866, after surveying for other places for the 
possible erection of a fort, he decided that there was 
no better place in that neighborhood than the old site, 
and accordingly commenced to reconstruct the post, 
naming it Fort Reno. All of the work of construction 
was the roughest kind, "the only tool used in any of the 
buildings was doubtless an axe." AH buildings at this 
post were of logs, excepting the commanding officer's 
quarters, which were built of adobe, the adobe being 
dark as the color of dirt, while the adobe used in Fort 
C. F. Smith on the Big Horn was of a light buff color; 
the roofs were all of dirt. 

A. B. Ostrander, formerly a private of Company B, 
Twenty-seventh U.S. Infantry, and who was stationed 
both at Forts Reno and Phil Kearney during the Indian 
troubles of 1866 and 1867, has given the authors a de- 
scription of Fort Reno, from which, combined with 
that of Edward A. Parmelee"^ and Mrs. Garber, it has 

^^2 Clerk under Quartermaster H. H. Link at Fort Reno, 1866-1868. 
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been possible to reconstruct the ground plan of the for- 
tification. Mn Ostrander writes: "Powder River, 
coming from the southwest, wound and turned until 
just south of the fort Then it ran due east for a short 
way and turned abruptly north. The Bozeman Trail, 
just south of the fort, ran northwest, until it reached the 
ford in the Powder River, when, by a sharp turn, it 
went its way almost due north, though slightly to the 
east, passing along the entire length of the east side of 
Fort Reno. Just west of the ford was a deep hole, 
from which all the drinking water came. After cros- 
sing the ford, the trail climbed a steep hill, fifty to sixty 
yards high, and then struck level land at the southeast 
corner of the post, running between it and the lower 
corral. When the trail reached the northeast bastion 
of the fort, it abruptly curved to the west, passing be- 
tween the post and the sutler's store, owned and oper- 
ated by A. C. Leighton, running from here in a general 
northwest direction until reaching Fort Phil Kearney. 
North of the Fort, and about two hundred yards from 
the sutler's quarters, was a ravine -a drop in the ground 
common on all prairies. This drop or ravine was from 
ten to twenty feet deep, and could not be seen until one 
came very close to it, thus making an excellent hiding 
place. The bends in the ravine turned from northeast 
to southwest, until at a point some two hundred yards 
from the northwest corner of Reno, where there was a 
gully (marked 'Indians' on fort plan) leading up and 
out of the ravine. Out of this depression in the ground, 
Indians would ride up to the Fort, m^ke faces at the 
building or the soldiers and then dash back to safety 
again. We often heard the hoofbeats of their ponies 
in this ravine, but seldom saw the savages. 
"One morning, however, we had an exciting time. 
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One of the teamsters had killed a coyote, and Captain 
Freeman"' had the doctor at the post load the carcass 
with strychnine and other poison, and then scattered 
the meat at different places on the prairie, in the hope 
of attracting some timber wolves that had been prowl- 
ing around the fort, the skins being very valuable and 
much sought after. We were successful, biit it was at 
an awful cost. Early in the morning there were seen 
three or four wolf carcasses, and a private named Blair, 
having but four months more to serve before his dis- 
charge, volunteered to go out and get the skins. At 
a place where I have marked *Blair' on the map, the 
process of skinning the wolves commenced, when, in 
less time than it takes to write this, six Indians rode 
right up and out of that hidden gully, filled Blair with 
arrows, took his scalp and then tomahawked him right 
before our eyes! We did everything possible to go 
to his relief, but of course it was too late. 

"The sutler's store was, as indicated, located nearly 
opposite the double gate on the north side of the fort. 
The lower corral, just east of the southeast bastion, 
contained the quartermaster's and commissary supplies, 
as well as the employees' quarters. This building was 
right on the edge of the timber bordering on Powder 
River. 

"Jim Kelly, a former member of my company of the 
Twenty-seventh Infantry, says that when the fort was 
first built in 1866, it was just one square with a timber 
stockade dividing it into two parts, indicated by the line 
in the drawing. After the lower corral was built and 
put into use, the upper part of the stockade was re- 
moved, while the lower part, back of the hospital and 
laundress' quarters was left. The flag-pole was situated 

118 General Henry B. Freeman. 
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in the center of the western half of the stockade, south 
of which were the two buildings for quarters for Com- 
panies B and F. In the north part of the enclosure, 
commencing about fifty feet from the northwest bastion, 
and about six feet from the stockade, was a long one- 
story adobe and log building with a dirt roof, this long 
building being divided into quarters by thin partitions, 
as follows : commanding officer's quarters, single offic- 
ers' quarters, quartermaster's office and adjutant's of- 
fices. About fifteen or twenty feet east of the adjutant's 
office was a double gate in the stockade, which was kept 
open from guard mount until retreat. It was closed 
at other times, as was the gate on the east side. These 
two gates were the only openings in the stockade. The 
building north of the east gate was divided into non- 
commissioned officers' mess quarters, barber shop and 
bakery, the vacant place east of the building being used 
for firewood. To the south, and along the side of the 
old stockade, were the hospital and laundress buildings, 
the southeast part of the stockade being used for wag- 
ons." 

John F. Finerty, war correspondent for the Chicago 
Times during the Sioux campaign of 1876, accompan- 
ied General George Crook's column on his campaign 
into the Powder River country. The results of his 
observations are embodied in his Warpath and Bivouac. 
His observations of Fort Reno are illuminating. "On 
June 2, 1876, we marched for old Fort Reno. It is one 
of the three forts abandoned by the government under 
treaty with the Sioux in i868-'69 ... On the left 
bank of the Powder River we observed the ruins, noth- 
ing left but bare walls, scorched timbers and rusty 
pieces of iron. . . The fort is beautifully located, 
commanding a view of the country far and near, and 
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to surprise it would have been impossible, with even 
ordinary vigilance. The lowlands along the river were 
plentifully wooded, a circumstance that caused the 
death of many a brave fellow of the former garrison, 
as the Indians used to lie in wait for the small parties 
sent out to cut timber, and massacre them in detail. The 
entire mountain barrier of the Big Horn, softened and 
beautified by distance, is visible to the westward. Fort 
Reno had been the main defense of the old Montana 
Road, and since its abandonment, up to within a few 
years, few white people, even in large parties, were 
venturesome enough to travel that route. The fort had 
a strong stockade, and must have been quite a fortress. 
Loads of old metal, wheels, stoves, parts of gun carri- 
ages, axles and other iron debris, sufficient to make a 
Chicago junk dealer rich, were lying there, uncared for. 
"Two hundred yards north of the abandoned site 
is the cemetery where thirty-five soldiers and one offi- 
cer, all victims of the Sioux Indians, sleep their last 
sleep. A small monument of brick and stone had been 
erected above their resting place, but this the Indians 
did not respect. The moment that the garrison that 
had erected the fort had crossed the river (on the way 
to Fort Laramie after Reno was abandoned in 1868) 
it had been set upon by the Indians and almost razed 
to the ground. The slab upon which were distinguish- 
able the words: 'Erected as a memorial of respect to 
our comrades in arms, killed in defense,' was broken. 
The stones placed to mark the graves were uprooted by 
the vengeful savages, and many of the mounds were 
either leveled or scooped out. Even the rough head 
boards, which proclaimed the names of the gallant 
dead were shivered into fragments, but the patronymics 
of Privates Murphy, Holt, Slagle, Riley and Laggin, 




Fort Reno^" 

Prepared from information furnished by A. B. Ostrander, Vie Willits Garber, F. G. 

Burnett, and Edward Parmelee. 

(i) Corral and teamsters* quarters; (2) Sawmill; (3) Blockhouses; (4) Barracks; (5) 
Flagstaff; (6) Storehouse; (7) Commanding officer's quarters; (8) Officers* quarters; 
Eastern 9) Post headquarters and Adjutant's office; (Middle 9) Post headquarters,; 
master's headquarters; (Western 9) Officers' quarters; (10) Hospital; (11) Laundry; 
(12) Storehouse; (13) Guardhouse; (14) Barber shop; (15) Bakery; (16) Mess room; 
(17) Wood storage; (18) Place for wagons; (19) Sutler's store; (20) Cemetery; (21, 

22) Gates. 
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nearly all of the Eighteenth Infantry, killed May 27, 
1867, could be distinguished by putting the pieces to- 
gether. The most stoic of mortals could hardly fail to 
look with some degree of emotion at the lonely and dis- 
honored resting place of these hapless young men, so 
untimely, and even ingloriously, butchered by a lurking 
foe. They sleep far away from home and civilization, 
for even yet the place is only visited by the hardy ranch- 
ers and cowboys." 

When Edward Parmelee, during July, 19 10, visited 
old Fort Reno, accompanied by a party, two of whom 
lived in Buffalo, the other on a ranch adjoining the old 
fortification, he found only two small pieces of head- 
boards marking the soldiers' graves. The only read- 
able inscription was "Pri" "Co" "Kill," and the other 
"y S V 66." Mr. Parmelee, in September, 1910, under 

^^^ Mrs. Garber offers the following description of Fort Reno as obtained 
from her excavation of the ruins in 1909 and 19x0, the distances all having 
been carefully measured by her and her father. The two descriptions here 
presented were made absolutely independent of each other: 

''At Fort Reno, where a stockade of cottonwood logs enclosing the log 
and adobe quarters, a slightly-eUeated mound indicates an enclosure about 
two hundred and twenty yards square. Near the southwest corner of this 
enclosure are the crumbled walls of a black adobe building, thirty feet square, 
of which part of the south wall still stands, two to four feet in height. To 
the east of this are heaps of burned ruins where buildings stood, and a few 
feet directly south is a depression, appearing to have been a large cellar 
for ammunition and other supplies. Further to the southwest, and outside of 
the main enclosure, are heaps and mounds that probably mark the location 
of the stables. Still further souths the ever varying course of the Powder 
River has washed away the low-lying bottom-land where the sawmill stood. 
About three hundred yards to the north of the old stockade was the cemetery." 

In addition to these two descriptions of Fort Reno, there have been ob- 
tained diagrams and information from £. A. Parmelee of Omaha, who served 
in the capacity of clerk to Quartermaster Lieutenant H. H. Link at Reno, 
from its conunencement in 1866 to its abandonment in z868, and from F. G. 
Burnett. From the information obtained from these four individuals, three 
of whom were at Fort Reno when it guarded the Bozeman Trail, the diagram 
of the fort here presented has been drawn, all information substantiating 
each other in the essential details. 
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directions of the government, had the bodies removed 
to the National Cemetery at Crow Agency, Montana. 
There were only found the graves of thirteen soldiers, 
twelve from Fort Reno and one from a nearby ranch, 
all thirteen being interred side by side on the battlefield 
where Custer made his last stand. 

Mr. Parmelee states, in regard to Fort Reno and 
the depredations surrounding the post: "The Indians 
did not annoy Fort Reno as much as they did Fort Phil 
Kearney. About August 2d, 1867, when the Indians 
attacked the wagon box corral, six miles west of Fort 
Phil Kearney, and Lieutenant Jenness was killed, there 
were many Indians on all side of Fort Reno, but there 
was no attack. I have never been at Fort C. F. Smith, 
but I understand that there was concert of action on 
the part of the Indians at the three posts, and I think 
there was some fighting at Fort Smith on or about Aug- 
ust 2d, 1867. The Indians were on all of the hilltops 
around Reno for two days, and were busy with signals, 
but there was no shooting. 

"Fort Reno was not often annoyed by raids. Once 
in 1867, Bair or Blair was killed by a small party of 
Indians while gathering pelts from wolves. On another 
occasion there was an alarm at the corral at night but 
no real danger was done. There was a ravine just north 
of the fort, where a company of cavalry could pass with- 
out being seen from the fort. I know of but one in- 
stance where emigrants sought refuge at the post, and 
that was in the summer of 1867, when an elderly man 
with his daughter of about twenty-three years, in a light 
wagon, hauled by a poor team, came into the post pn his 
way to Montana. He stated that he had come from 
Sioux City, Iowa, and had seen no indications of Indi- 
ans. He further stated that he proposed to resume his 
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journey the next morning. The commanding officer of 
the post told him that he had had all of the luck that 
was due him, and that he would not be allowed to leave 
the post until a detachment of troops was going north. 
The old man was quite indignant, but he waited until 
Major Van Voast permitted him to leave." 

Fort C. F. Smith 

Colonel Henry B. Carrington, on the morning of 
August 3, 1866, sent Lieutenant-Colonel N. C. Kin- 
ney with his company and that of Captain Brown, to- 
ward the Big Horn River, on which, or near its banks, 
was to be established a post which was to bear the name 
of Fort C. F. Smith,"* the command taking with it 
three hundred tons of hay and a year's supply of pro- 
visions. This isolated, lonely post was established Au- 
gust 12, 1866, just south of the Big Horn River, be- 
tween Spring Gulch on the northwest and Warrior 
Creek on the southeast. No official plan, design or 
drawing of this post seems to be in existence, and no 
government plans have come to the observation of the 
authors, hence, the plans as presented were drawn from 
descriptions of those who were there when the fort was 
protecting the emigrant on the Bozeman Trail, and 
those who have visited the old site and taken measure- 
ments. From Mr. Burnett and Mrs. Garber the most 
instructive information has been obtained. 

Mr. Burnett states that Fort C. F. Smith was about 
one hundred and twenty-five yards square, built partly 
of logs and partly of light buff adobe, the soil there- 
about being of that color. On the southeast corner of 
the fort there was located a lookout or guard house. 

1^1^ Named for Gen. Charles Ferguson Smith, who received three brevets 
for distinguished service in the Mexican War. General Smith died April 
25, 1862. 



136 The Bozeman Trail 



The south wall was of adobe, as was the west wall, while 
the north and east walls were, in part, at least, of logs, 
the fortification being erected on a benchland. Along 
the north wall, inside, were the adobe quarters of the 
officers, while the barracks were along the south wall, 
three buildings in number, as were the officers' build- 
ings. The storehouse was along the east wall, about 
in its middle, and directly north of it was a log building 
used for offices ; the quartermaster's department of logs 
being near the center of the parade ground, which occu- 
pied the center of the enclosure, the flagpole being just 
south of the middle barracks near the north wall. The 
gate was on the east side of the stockade, just outside of 
which was the sutler's store owned by A. C. Leighton. 
This building was also built of logs. Near the north- 
west corner of the fort was a sawmill, very close to 
Spring Gulch. North and east of the mill were four 
log buildings, used by the teamsters and employees, 
while east of these buildings was one large building, 
the north half being used for the stables and the south 
part utilized as a corral. 

Mrs. Garber draws the following conclusions from 
her survey of Fort C. F. Smith in 1909 and 1910: 

"At Fort C. F. Smith are the most extensive ruins 
of the three Bozeman Trail forts, owing to the fact that 
the surrounding country has remained unpeopled. C. 
F. Smith, a two-company post, was substantially con- 
structed of light colored adobe. The site was indeed 
well chosen, at the border of a broad plain overlooking 
the Big Horn River. If guards were on duty, it was 
impossible for anyone to come within three miles of 
the post without detection. The stockade, one hundred 
and twenty-five yards square, was built in such a way 
as to form the outer wall of the soldier's barracks along 



I 
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the south. Through these barracks two driveways en- 
tered. This double south wall, facing the mountains, 
nearly all remains today in a jagged line, from two to 
ten feet high. At the southeast corner of the stockade 
was a boulder tower, which served as a lookout and 
guard house, and now lies in a dilapidated heap. The 
east wall, which is now only a mass of broken mounds, 
was an adobe structure, supplied with port holes, as 
were the north and west walls. Behind the stockade, 
to the north, the bank of the Big Horn slopes abruptly 
toward the river; here are two large, deep depressions 
marking the dugout stables that were guarded from 
above by a row of rifle pits. A similar row of rifle 
pits is well defined outside the western wall, which has 
crumbled to mere mounds of earth. The central por- 
tion of the enclosure of the stockade served as a parade 
and drill ground, with three large officers' quarters 
at the rear, facing the south. The corners of the middle 
one are standing in tall columns, and a few feet in 
front is a hole in the ground where the flag-staff stood. 
A few pieces of charred window casings remain in the 
south wall, and in several places on the inner corners 
a sort of whitewashed clay plaster can be chipped off. 
Many pieces of broken stoves and door knobs are to be 
found among the rubbish, and here and there a rusty 
can or bit of broken bottle.""^ 

ii«The reproduction of the "Fort C. F. Smith Reservation/' here pre- 
sented, is the only official map that has been found locating the Bozeman 
Trail around Fort C. F. Smith and the Hajrfield battle ground. Obtained 
through the courtesy of U. S. Senator F. £. Warren. 

117 «We found (1874) the adobe walls of Fort Smith still standing, the 
neatly walled and well arranged cemetery nearly as left, except that the 
Indians had wrenched the gates from the hinges, and the boards at the head 
of the gates are displaced, and some of these hacked and otherwise defaced ; 
but the names on all of them are yet legible. The beautiful monument in the 
center of the enclosure with the names of all buried - twenty-three in num- 
ber - engraved on it, is but little defaced. Nineteen of those buried in this 
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But scant information can be obtained of the hard- 
ships and dangers surrounding Fort C. F. Smith, which, 
by the fact of its distance from help (being ninety-one 
miles from Fort Phil Kearney and two hundred and 
eighty-one miles from Virginia City, and with no tele- 
graphic communication) made the officers and soldiers 
often work out their own salvation in the method of 
protecting their lives. A. B. Ostrander, who was at 
Fort Phil Kearney, as well as at Fort Reno, writes the 
authors: "From the day I landed at Reno and Phil 
Kearney, Fort C. F. Smith was an unknown quantity. 
From February 20, 1867, until April 26, 1868, not 
a word came from there except once, when a party of 
Crows came to our fort, about forty of them, with pelts 
and skins to trade. The Indians reported all quiet at 
Fort C. F. Smith." 

Jim Bridger was often sent to Fort Smith to interview 
with the Crow Indians, who always were willing to join 
the whites to fight the common foe, the Sioux. Colonel 
Carrington states, in his- official report, relative to these 
visits of Bridger: "Messenger from Fort C. F. Smith 
brings message that at request of Mr. Bridger, a party 
of Crows visited the post, reporting five hundred lodges 
of Sioux in Tongue River valley, all hostile. Chey- 
enne chiefs, viz : Black Horse, Red Arm, Little Wolf, 
Dull Knife and others, with whom I had council in 
July (1866) , and who went beyond the mountains south, 
as they promised, brought me the same report." Sep- 

little enclosure were killed by Indians." - Montana Historical Society Collec- 
tions, vol. iy p. 274. 

Quively (A. M.) The Yellowstone Expedition of iSu- "The ruins of 
Fort C. F. Smith are (1876) in a good state of preservation, though they 
were abandoned eight years ago. Its adobe walls do not yield to the in- 
cendiary's torch, or the Sioux would have long since got rid of them."- 
Montana Historical Society Collections, vol. ii, p. 183, Journal of Lieutenant 
James H. Bradley. 




Fort C.f: Smith 



Fort C. F. Smith 

Drawn from information furnished by Vie Willits Garber and F. G. Burnett. 

(i) Officers' quarters; (2) Block and guardhouse; diagonal corner also a blockhouse; (3) Bar- 
racks; (4) Sawmill; (5) Teamsters' and employes' log cabins; (6) Stable and corral; (7) 
Sutler's store; (8) Office; (9) Storehouse; (lo) Quartermaster's department; (11) Port holes 
situated at several points in the four walls of the stockade; (12) Wagon gates; (13) Small 

gate; (14) Flag staff; (15) Rifle pits. 
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tember 25th another report makes the statement that 
"at Fort C. F. Smith a force guided by Jim Beck- 
wourth"® (also spelled Beckwith) who went to see them, 
said that they were Crows, but changed their minds 
and declared themselves to be Sioux. They pretended 
friendship, but getting no presents, and not being ad- 
mitted near the fort, they scalped a white man within 
sight of the garrison. They pretended that they, with 
the Arapahoes, had made peace with the Crows. I do 
not believe it." 

Constant attempts were made by the Indians to cap- 
ture the supply wagons, and heroism was constantly 
alert on the part of the soldiers and teamsters. ,A 
trustworthy example of the hardships encountered by 
these troops is given by Dennis DriscoU of Monarch, 
Wyoming. Mr. Driscoll was a corporal under Cap- 
tain C. F. Thompson, of the Twenty-seventh Infantry. 
This company was one that guarded supplies en route 
from Fort Phil Kearney to C. F. Smith. On July 3, 
1867, ^ company was returning to Phil Kearney, and had 
reached a point forty miles from Fort Smith when the 
Indians surrounded them and stampeded their stock, 

^^s There were four companies at the Big Horn building, C. F. Smidi. 
Captain John W. Smith of Bozeman, was the post trader at this place, and 
with him was Jim Beckwith, a mulatto, who had been sub-chief among the 
Crow many years before. In a quarrel he had killed another chief and 
had to leave the tribe. After several years spent on the Pacific coast he 
came back, and had regained his influence in the tribe. As soon as the troops 
came to the Big Horn, Smith sent him to the mouth of that river to bring 
up the Crows who were camping there. Beckwith was taken sick at the 
camp and died while being brought back in a travois. The Crows came to 
the new post, and by order of the commandant were allowed to trade for 
large quantities of powder and lead. Several times during the fall the 
Crows and Sioux would make peace for a day, during which time the 
former tribe would trade this ammunition to the latter, receiving in ex- 
change five times its value in buffalo robes. Soon afterward the Sioux 
would burn the powder, but the lead came back to the whites in the form 
of bullets. - Leeson (M. A.) History of Montana^ p. 199. 
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with the single exception of a blind white mule. The 
only chance of safety was to get word back to Fort 
Smith and thus obtain aid. Corporal Driscoll volun- 
teered to carry the message, and, riding the mule, made 
his way, under cover of night, along the foothills at 
some distance from the trail. The following morning, 
after numerous perilous escapes, when his mule had 
been killed, and he himself wounded in one foot, he 
crawled to the ridge of Backbone Mountain (the hog- 
back between War Man and Black Canyon Creek) 
and on to the wood road leading to the fort. Here he 
lost consciousness, but was soon discovered and taken 
to the fort The messages were found in his pocket and 
aid sent to Captain Thompson's relief long before Mr. 
Driscoll rallied enough to speak. 

Major E. R. P. Shurly was sent to Fort C. F. Smith, 
being attached to the column of General John E Smith, 
who left Fort Sedgwick with three hundred and fifty 
men on May 2, 1867, for Fort Phil Kearney, from there 
being commanded further north to Fort C. F. Smith, 
having arrived at Phil Kearney July 2d. He writes : 
"When General Smith's column, as it was called, 
reached Fort Phil Kearney, it was suggested to the 
general that an old boiler and engine, then at the post, 
could be used toward building a sawmill at Fort Smith. 
These were parts of a mill burned by the Indians. Ac- 
cordingly the quartermaster, General Dandy, caused a 
six wheeled truck to be made for transporting the en- 
gine. Drawn by twelve yoke of oxen, it was, after 
much trouble, hauled to Smith. Then it took all the 
expert mechanics in the ranks to get the thing into 
shape. 

"It was a wonderful mill when completed. All of 
the running gear was made of wood. An original saw- 
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mill surely; but by its aid the question of lumber for 
the new barracks was settled. 

"Old Fort C. F. Smith was situated on one of the 
most pleasing sites in Wyoming (then a part of Mon- 
tana) . It was built on a bluff, five hundred yards from 
the Big Horn River, and a mile above the great can- 
yon that extends westward one hundred miles to the 
Shoshone River. Fort Smith was one of the three 
posts built to hold the Indians in check. It was a 
stockade post, and once stood an assault against a force 
of Indians twenty times the strength of the garrison. 
After our arrival, the old wooden barracks were re- 
placed by buildings of adobe, the bricks being made 
by the men, the lumber sawed at the mill. 

"The Indians were bad. The government did not 
mean war, but the Sioux, Arapahoes and Kiowas did. 
They lost no opportunity to let us know it. We were 
then considered out of the world, and were, so far as 
getting news from the east was concerned. Months 
intervened between mails. Wagon trails were closely 
guarded, and even then there was constant fighting with 
the large bands of Indians, who took advantage of any 
inattention of the escort to *jump the train.' 

"The garrison at the fort was most of the time in a 
state of siege. A man going from the stockade to the 
river took chances. Occasionally our friends, the 
Crows (Absarakas) to the number of three or four 
hundred would camp near us. Then we had lively 
times. Their old enemies, the Sioux, would come in 
to give them a fight, and the garrison would look on. 

"Old Fort Smith was a monotonous post The sun 
would rise out of the plains and disappear over the 
mountains. Slowly the days passed. Game was abun- 
dant. From the top of the stockade could be seen 
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buffalo, elky antelope, and sometimes bean Small 
game was equally plenty, but it was risking one's life to 
hunt. Many took chances, however, so we were us- 
ually provided with game. The country was fruitful 
in season, with wild plums, grapes, and berries, and 
the streams were alive with trout. During the winter 
of 1866, however, the garrison lived mainly on corn. 
No trains came through, while the Indians, numbering 
thousands, had their winter quarters on the Little Big 
Horn. 

"That this post was an isolated and desolate one is 
best shown by the following story : Our colonel was 
after a ^soft snap' in the east, but he was not in the best 
graces of Secretary of War Stanton. The Eighteenth 
Infantry at that time was stationed at Louisville en- 
joying peace. Apparently our colonel had been pes- 
tering Stanton to be sent further east than St Louis, 
for, upon opening another letter from the Colonel, 
Stanton turned to his clerk and demanded: 

"Which is the next place, to hell, to send a regi- 
ment?' 

"To the Powder River country,' was the prompt 
reply. 

" *Then order the Eighteenth Infantry there at once,' 
commanded Stanton. 

"And so we were sent to Fort C. F. Smith !" 

Fort Fetterman 

In time there was built a fort near where the Boze- 
man Trail along the North Platte turned from its direc- 
tion directly to the west and went its way to the north- 
west. Opposite this bend in the river there was estab- 
lished, July 19, 1867, Fort Fetterman,"* named in honor 

**»Coutant (George) History of Wyoming^ vol. i, p. 594: **The logi 
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of Captain William J. Fetterman, who lost his life in 
the Fetterman disaster near Fort Phil Kearney, De- 
cember 21, 1866. The buildings were erected at the 
mouth of La Prele Creek, where it empties into the 
North Platte. This fort took the place of Marshal 
Station, which was located also on the south side of the 
Platte, but a few miles up the creek. Under the com- 
mand of Major William McE. Dye, four companies 
were placed at this new fort, A, C, H, and I, of the 
Fourth Infantry, assisting in the construction of the 
fortification, which was a substantial structure, becom- 
ing extensively used as a supply station for the soldiers 
fighting the Indians, when Forts Reno, Phil Kearney, 
and C. F. Smith were abandoned. The fort on the 
south bank of the Platte was about eight hundred yards 
from the Platte and one hundred and thirty feet above 
it, being built on a plateau. By 1872 the fort had been 
enlarged, and was one of the best equipped military 
establishments in Wyoming, which, by this time, had 
become a territory. The garrison was maintained 
until 1878, when, the Indians having been driven on 
their reservations, it was abandoned, the large wood 
reservation and the fort site being sold by the govem- 
ment to private parties."® 
John F. Finerty, the "fighting pencil pusher" of the 

for the fort were cut by enlisted men, and these were converted into lumber 
at the two sawmills located at the post This fort played a conspicuous 
part in the Indian wars for the next few years. It was a substantial struc- 
ture, with all of the appointments to make of it a first class post, and when 
Fort Caspar was abandoned and the three forts north of it, Reno, Phil 
Kearney, and C. F. Smith it became of necessity an important supply point 
for the army operating against the Indians in the Northwest. 

^2<>At this fort General George Crook on May 28, 1876, assumed com- 
mand of the expedition that went northwest to help subdue the Indians, the 
command consisting of fifteen troops of cavalry, about nine hundred men, 
and three companies of Infantry, three hundred men. The road traveled 
was over the Bozeman Trail, to the site of Forts Reno and Phil Kearney. 
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Chicago Times, who accompanied Crook's column 
through the Sioux campaign of 1876, into the Powder 
River country, wrote thus of Fort Fetterman in his 
Warpath and Bivouac : "Fort Fetterman is now aban- 
doned. It was a hateful post, in summer, hell, and in 
winter, Spitzbergen. The whole army dreaded being 
quartered there, but all had to take their turn. Its 
abandonment was a wise procedure on the part of the 
government." 



A Private's Reminiscences of Fort Reno"^ 

Handling the Mail at Fort Reno, D.T., in 1866- 

67. The arrival, overhauling and distribution of mail 
at Fort Reno, D.T., in those days was an important 
event. It was anxiously awaited and longingly looked 
for. Its arrival and "coming in" was an "episode." 
The day and date of its arrival was an "epoch," for 
incidents and circumstances were remembered among 
the men as happenings from and after that point of 
time. 

The following "epitome" will give an account of 
methods used in handling it: We generally had from 
an hour and a half to three hours' notice of its approach 
and arrival. About five miles to the south and across 
the Powder River valley, was high land, which, at its 
western extremity, ended at a sharp point and a bluff. 
The trail from Fort Laramie wound around this point, 
and watchful eyes were scrutinizing that point every 
second during daylight, hoping, longing, or dreading 
to see who or what might appear. 

After turning this point, the trail descended grad- 
ually in a northeasterly direction, until it struck the 
timber in the river bottom-land, and then turned sharp- 
ly to the west until it reached a point between the fort 
proper and the lower corral. 

According to conditions of the weather and of the 

^21 By A. B. Ostrander, former private Company B, Twenty-seventh U. S. 
Infantry. 
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trail itself, the time made between the point of first 
observation and arrival at the fort, would vary; but it 
was always long enough, when a mail party had been 
sighted, to keep everybody on the anxious seat with 
longing anticipations. 

On arrival at post headquarters, the mail carrier 
would bring in his bag and turn it over to the post 
adjutant. Lieutenant T. S. Kirtland. The only key to 
it was in the possession of the lieutenant, and he kept it 
under lock and key in a drawer of his table. The lieu- 
tenant would unlock the padlock, remove it, and then 
place the lock and key back in the drawer. All this 
carefulness did seem ridiculous to me, in view of the 
fact that we two headquarters clerks (Clarke and my- 
self) did all of the separating, sorting, and some of the 
final distributing of the mail matter. 

A blanket was spread out on the floor, and after the 
lock and key had been provided with such proper pro- 
tection, the bag was taken by Clarke, who dumped the 
contents in a pile on the blanket The bag would then 
be replaced so that its mouth would be open and in a 
position so that we could throw into it all matter des- 
tined to points beyond Fort Reno. 

Then Clarke and myself, on our knees, and opposite 
each other, with the pile between, and with both hands, 
would begin operations. Every article addressed 
"Fort Reno" was thrown off in a pile by itself, and each 
one for points up the trail was thrown back into the 
bag at once, so that when the last piece was handled, the 
separating was completed. Clarke would restrap it; 
the lieutenant would relock it and the mail carrier 
could then proceed on his way. All this before our 
own mail could receive any attention. 

The first time I tackled this work, I had only been 



A Private* s Reminiscences of Fort Reno 151 

at the post less than one week, and was green at it, and 
guess I was inclined to talk too much in the way of 
criticisms of the methods, "modus operandi," etc., and 
it is a wonder to me now that I didn't get a more serious 
calling down than was given me in the way of explana- 
tions at the time. 

On my knees, leaning forward, my back twisting 
from side to side, and both hands busy, I got tired, and 
straightening up for a few seconds' rest, I remarked: 
"This is a nice thing for us to be doing- handling ev- 
erybody else's private letters." Clarke merely gave a 
grunt and said, "What's th' matter with you?" I re- 
plied, "Well, this mail ought to be put up separate at 
Fort Laramie. They could make one big bundle for 
us and for each post up the trail ; then all we'd have to 
do would be to take out our own bunch and let the rest 
go on." 

Clarke gave another grunt and said, "Shut up and 
go to work." Lieutenant Kirtland and Van Volzah 
(the mail carrier) were seated near by watching us. 
The lieutenant remarked in a pleasant tone of voice, 
"That would make four separate bundles to leave Lar- 
amie with -one for Bridger's Ferry and one for each 
of us at Reno, Phil Kearney and C. F. Smith, and as 
they would vary so much in bulk and weight. Van 
Volzah would find it hard work to balance the sack on 
back of his horse." 

I kept right on working and talking, for I retorted, 
"They could put 'em in separate sacks then -one sack 
labeled for each post. There'd be no delay here then, 
only long enough to put our own up above mail in its 
proper sack." The lieutenant, still in a pleasant mood 
said, "I guess Van would find some trouble handling 
four sacks on one horse." 
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I still thought I had the best of the argument when I 
said, "He always has three or four soldiers for an 
escort, and I guess each one of them could carry one 
sack to help him out." 

I looked up at "Van" and he was smiling, but the 
lieutenant continued in a more sober tone, "The mail 
carrier is sworn in by the government and is responsible. 
He gets ten dollars a day for it while on the trip, and 
no one else is allowed to handle the bags." 

Clarke was growing impatient and let out a grunt, so 
I subsided, but was not convinced. Then, as now, it 
was a mooted question in my mind if a soldier could 
not carry or handle a locked bag of mail while en route, 
how was it that we two enlisted men were allowed to 
handle every individual article of its contents? I give 
it up. 

Just before the conversation recorded above, I had 
picked up two letters addressed to myself, and in my 
delight I exclaimed, "Glory!" and started to stuff them 
in my pocket. A quick exclamation from Clarke caused 
me to look up. He said, "Throw 'em out," and nodded 
in the direction of our own mail pile. "But they are 
for me," I exclaimed, handing them to him so that he 
could read the addresses. He took them and without 
even looking at the addresses, threw them in the Reno 
pilcy but looking me straight in the eyes, gave a wink, 
and nodded toward the officer. I was afraid to enter 
into any discussion with him in the presence of the 
lieutenant, but made up my mind to have it out with 
him later, but before the mail was finally disposed of I 
found it was unnecessary, and that Clarke had really 
done me a kindness by his action. 

Having disposed of the mail carrier, our own mail 
was all placed on the adjutant's table. We put it there. 
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addresses up, and the lieutenant himself saw to its dis- 
tribution. Mail for officers and their families was laid 
one side and delivered to them or their representatives 
at once. Mail for enlisted men was separated by com- 
panies and handed to the orderly-sergeants, who were 
always on hand and waiting for it, and lastly, the head- 
quarters mail was disposed of, and I got mine. 

When the lieutenant handed me a bunch of six let- 
ters there was a smile on his face, and I knew he must 
have "got onto" that by-play during the separating. 

Once the mail arrived in the night-long after taps, 
and the procedure differed in a slight degree. The 
blanket was spread on the dirt floor of our bunk room 
in rear of the office. Candles were lighted and stuck 
around in niches, and blankets were hung before the 
window. When separation by posts was completed, and 
after the mail carrier had received his sack and depart- 
ed, our mail, as usual, was placed on the adjutant's table, 
blankets hung before door and windows, and the 
lieutenant "did his little bit." If there were any officers 
present they could, of course, get their mail at once, no 
matter what hour it was, but the enlisted men had to 
wait until after reveille the next morning. Generally 
it would be sent over to company quarters at "break- 
fast call," and sometimes some poor devil would be- 
come so interested in his news from home, or elsewhere, 
that he forgot, and neglected to put in the time after 
breakfast in brushing up and polishing his accoutre- 
ments, preparatory to inspection at guard mount, with 
the result that he was ordered to "fall out," and received 
a reprimand and got "police," or some other unpleasant 
duty, instead of an assignment as "orderly" for the day 
to the commanding officer and post headquarters -a job 
eagerly striven for by every soldier coming on guard. 



i 
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A Night Alarm at Fort Reno. About 8 130 one 

evening in the early part of December, 1866, I was 
sitting on a stool in one corner of the adjutant's office 
at Fort Reno, enjoying my pipe. 

Clarke, the headquarters chief clerk, was seated at 
his table folding and addressing little three-cornered 
"billet doux," which contained the countersign for the 
twenty-four hours succeeding guard mount the next 
morning. These would be distributed to the officers 
and others entitled to them after the new guard had 
been posted and instructed. Lieutenant Kirtland, the 
post adjutant, was seated on a chair tilted back against 
the wall, his heels resting on a rung of the chair, read- 
ing a book by the light of a solitary candle on the table 
at his left. In the quartermaster's office, which ad- 
joined ours, with only a thin board partition between, 
Ed Parmelee, the quartermaster's clerk, was playing on 
his flute. In soft, low tones he was giving us a delight- 
ful concert, consisting of Sunday-school tunes and pop- 
ular airs of the day. Everything was peaceful and 
serene. 

Suddenly we heard a shot fired, followed by a series 
of unearthly yells. In less than one second Lieutenant 
Kirtland's chair legs struck the floor, his book fell from 
his hands, he blew out his candle and sprang out of the 
door. Clarke was equally as quick in blowing out his 
candle. He and I quickly got our caps, each grasped 
his Sharpe's carbine and followed after the lieutenant. 

He was standing about ten paces away, looking in the 
direction from which the alarm had come. Clarke and 
I stepped to his side and just as we reached him we 
heard five or six rifle shots, followed by derisive yells. 
I also heard "bees" buzz and hum in the air. You 
know you never hear the bullet from a rifle until it has 
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passed beyond its power to do harm to the hearer. 

The lieutenant remarked : "Those shots came from 
the lower corral. What the devil are they aiming at 
the fort and our quarters for?" 

The moon was shining brightly, and we could see the 
men pouring out of "B" and "F" company quarters, 
and hear the orderly-sergeants forming their details 
into line, awaiting orders. 

Soon they started for the east gate on the double- 
quick, and we three started for the same spot and at the 
same gait. Arriving there it was unlocked and thrown 
open by the sergeant of the guard, assisted by others, 
and a picket line was formed, extending from this gate 
down to the main gate of the lower corral. The dis- 
tance was considerable, and the men were stationed 
about six or eight feet apart, facing toward the river, 
ford, and trail from the south. 

I took a place near the center of the line, about half-, 
way between the gates, and very soon began to have an 
uneasy feeling in the back part of my head, so I turned 
and faced the other way, toward the north. 

In a few moments Lieutenant Kirtland passed down 
along the rear of the line, and stopping in ^ront of me 
said, "What are you facing this way for? Turn 
around I" I started to return, but remarked, "Lieuten- 
ant, I don't like that ravine about two hundred yards 
over there. You know it was from a gully coming out 
of that ravine that Indians got Blair this morning." 

The lieutenant wheeled around on his heel, gazed 
to the north and west a few seconds, and then said to me, 
"All right; as you are," and passed along down the 
line. In a few minutes I happened to cast my eyes 
sideways each way and found that every second man in 
line was facing north. 
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We stood there "at ease," but at mighty good "atten- 
tion" for about twenty minutes or half an hour. Fin- 
ally Captains Proctor and Freeman came along the line, 
coming out from the main gate of the lower corral. I 
heard Captain Proctor, the commanding officer, give 
the order, "Sergeants, take your men back to quarters." 

I heard the sergeants give orders to "fall in" but as 
I was on detail and not subject to company discipline, I 
proceeded to "fall out," and started on a dog trot for 
the fort gate, so as to get in before the push. 

I got there first and proceeded to the adjutant's ofiice, 
where I relighted the candles, put away my gun and cap 
just as the lieutenant and Clarke both came in together. 
I wanted to talk and ask Clarke some questions, but was 
afraid to speak up in the presence of the ofiicer. In a 
few minutes, however. Lieutenant Davis, who was "of- 
ficer of the day," came in to write out his report, and 
from his conversation with Lieutenant Kirtland, we 
got the particulars. 

It seems that just at dusk, a few minutes before dark- 
ness obscured the trail, four horsemen had been seen 
rounding the bluff point where the trail from Fort 
Laramie could first be seen from the fort. We had 
been eagerly expecting mail from the east every hour 
for nearly four days. These horsemen were supposed 
to be Van Volzah, the mail carrier, and his escort, but 
they could not be positively identified, owing to the dim 
and fading light. 

All hands were delighted at prospects of "news from 
home." As it took from an hour and a half to two 
hours and a half for an outfit to reach the fort from that 
point where they were first observed, Clarke and I had 
made all arrangements for overhauling the mail that 
night after taps. We had a blanket spread on the dirt 
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floor of our bunk room; secured an extra supply of 
candles and everything had favored a quick dispatch. 

One of the sentries on post in the lower corral had a 
long beat. It took in the whole south side of the corral 
from corner to corner. There was no opening or gate 
on that side, so it was not an important post; more of a 
"police beat" and situated inside the stockade. 

Shortly after he had been posted, at eight o'clock, 
the sentry heard hoof beats on the trail on the other side 
of the river, and soon he could hear the water splash 
as the parties were crossing the ford, and then, coming 
up through the timber and brush, they rode right up to 
the stockade, where four heads appeared over the top, 
looking in. In the dark it was not possible to distin- 
guish either form or features. 

As there was no opening gate or regular approaches 
right there, the sentry did not think it necessary to give 
the usual challenge. "Halt! Who goes there?" and 
feeling sure it was the mail carrier, he merely called 
out "Hello, Van, got a big mail?" Evidently the ad- 
vancing parties had not expected to find a sentinel 
there, as the only response he received was "Ugh I Ugh I 
Ugh I Ugh I" In an instant his rifle was cocked, and 
doubtless the riders heard the click of the weapon, for 
before he fired they had wheeled and dashed into the 
dark timbers. 

As the peal of his rifle was ringing through the woods 
and on the cold night air, the riders -Indians, of 
course -let out their warwhoops with a vengeance. It 
is a lovely sound. Open your mouth as wide as you can 
and yell as loud as you can, and while you are yelling, 
just slap your mouth rapidly with the palm of your 
hand, and you will have a beautiful illustration of the 
dulcet tones of an Indian yell. 
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The excitement was over for the time being, but 
some of the boys didn't sleep very soundly that night. 
The possibilities of what "might have been" kept them 
nervous and wakeful. 

Van Volzah did not show up with the mail until 
nearly forty-eight hours later, and he was quite indig- 
nant to learn that a parcel of measly Indians should be 
taken for him. 

Poor "Van" was killed in less than six weeks after- 
ward, by the Indians, and I helped gather up the rem- 
nants of his mail in the sagebrush, one day's travel out 
of Fort Reno. 

I was at Reno the night "Portugee" Phillips went 
through with Colonel Carrington's dispatches from 
Fort Phil Kearney, following the Fetterman slaughter. 
I did not see him, but I was in my bunk in the adjutant's 
office and heard the sentry challenge him, and heard 
his reply, "Scout with message." They took him down 
to the corral for a brief rest. I knew him well after- 
ward, but did not learn the particulars of his ride. 



Fort C. F. Smith and the Hayfield 

Fighe^ 

I will try and explain as near as possible about the 
Hayfield fight two and a half or three miles east of 
Fort C. F. Smith, this fort being situated on the Big 
Horn River. This fight occurred on the ist day of 
August, 1867. I will also state the events which pre- 
cipitated both that fight and the battle at the Wagon 
Box corral six miles west of Fort Phil Kearney, about 
ninety miles south of Fort Smith. The Wagon Box 
fight was on the 2d day of August of that same year. 

In the summer of 1867 ^^ Sioux, Cheyennes and 
Afapahoes had gathered all their fighting warriors to- 
gether on a stream about fifteen miles east of Fort 
Smith. There were several thousand of the hostiles, 
and they had combined for the purpose of wiping out 
all the forts on the Bozeman Trail which had been 
erected in 1866 by Colonel Henry B. Carrington of the 
Eighteenth U.S. Infantry. 

At that time the Crow Indians were at peace with 
the hostiles -something very unusual, especially as re- 
gards the Sioux. With the whites the Crows were al- 
ways friendly, but with the Sioux they generally were 
bitter enemies. 

I was in the employ of A. C. Leighton, the post 
sutler at Fort Smith, who also operated stores at Forts 
Phil Kearney and Reno. I served Leighton in the 

122 By F. G. Burnett, dvilian employe at Fort Smith. 
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capacity of general utility man, being wagon master, 
clerk, or anything at which he desired me to turn my 
hand. In July and August, 1867, 1 was working in the 
hayfield, where we had a camp established northeast of 
Fort C. F. Smith, as it was too far from the fort to go 
to and from daily. 

It seems that bands of Crow Indians had been visit- 
ing the camp of the hostiles every few days. Several 
of them came to the hayfield where we were at work 
and told us of the great strength of the Sioux and their 
allies, giving such outlandish reports (so we thought at 
the time) of the multitudes of fighting men they had 
seen, and the immense number of lodges, that we 
thought they were trying to frighten us, and we paid 
little attention to their talk and did not believe their 
stories. 

On the 31st of July, another party of these Crows 
stopped at our camp where we were hard at work cut- 
ting and curing hay, and begged us to leave at once and 
return to the fort. They told us the hostiles were com- 
ing to attack the fort the next day, and that they had 
seen more warriors than they could count It was the 
intention of the allied tribes, so the Crows said, to 
destroy all the forts, from the Big Horn to the Platte, 
and drive the white men out of their country. We 
merely laughed at their fears. We considered that it 
was some sort of a joke that they were trying to play on 
us. We had been fighting small parties of Indians 
almost daily, and had confidence in our ability to take 
care of ourselves and drive off any hostiles who attacked 
us in force. 

The Crows told us that the Sioux and Cheyennes 
had had a disagreement about which of the three forts 
to attack first. One faction wanted to wipe out Fort 
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Smith first and then go down and clean out Fort Phil 
Kearney, following that with a combined attack upon 
Fort Reno. Others wanted to destroy Phil Kearney 
first, as it was the most detested of the three forts. Not 
being able to come to any definite agreement, the hos- 
tiles decided to take a vote on the proposition. The 
Crows told us the question was settled by the Indians 
lining up in two squads. After this had been done, it 
was found that the fighting force was about equally 
divided on the matter, so it was decided to divide the 
force and attack both forts at the same time, as the 
hostiles considered themselves sufiiciently powerful in 
numbers to capture and destroy both Forts Smith and 
Phil Kearney. Such was the report brought to us by 
these Crows who had seen the matter decided. The 
band which was to attack Fort Phil Kearney left at 
once, as they had about ninety-five miles to travel, and 
did not reach the Wagon Box corral until two days 
later, August 2d. The balance of the hostiles waited 
until the following day and then started to try and 
capture Fort Smith. They encountered us at the hay 
field, and there we gave them such a drubbing that 
they made no attempt against the fort itself. 

Right here I want to. give a little description of the 
corral which we had constructed at the hayfield. It 
had been built about a week before the Indians des- 
cended upon us. Good sized logs were first laid on the 
ground around a space about one hundred feet square. 
Upright posits were set in the earth at certain distances 
apart, and to these posts stringers were nailed. In be- 
tween the stringers were tightly woven masses of wil- 
low boughs with the leaves and twigs attached, and so 
thickly interlaced as to form a good place for our stock 
at night and for defensive purposes, should we be at- 
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tacked. The barricade was so constructed that it was 
impossible to see through the willows. There was a 
picket line strung across the corral north to south, and 
about fifteen feet west of the center. We had the wag- 
on beds set off the wagons on the west side of our little 
improvised fort with about three feet of space between 
them, and about four feet back from the fence. They 
were covered with canvas in the usual manner, and we 
used them to sleep in. There were also three tents 
in the northwest corner of the corral. This arrange- 
ment prevented anyone from seeing across the corral 
from the outside. I believe the fact that we were thus 
pretty effectually hidden is the only thing that saved 
us that day. 

On the morning of August ist there were ninteen 
of us at work in the hayfield as usual. It was about 
nine-thirty when a fusillade of shots, accompanied by 
the warwhoop and yells of the Indians, warned us that 
the story told by the Crows had pretty much of an 
element of truth to it We all got back to the corral 
without losing a man, and here we began preparations 
for a most determined resistance. The soldiers had just 
received fifty-caliber breech-loading rifles, and each 
man had fifty rounds of ammunition. We citizen em- 
ployes were all armed with repeating rifles -Henry 
and Spencer guns, save one man, Zeke Colvin, who 
was using an Enfield musket which he had carried 
through the Civil War. 

Of course the only chance we had was to keep down 
out of sight. However, Lieutenant Sternberg and an- 
other soldier were both killed at the beginning of the 
fight through their own carelessness. They insisted on 
standing up, and called on us to do the same, and to 
"fight like men." The rest of us knew that the only 
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chance we had was to lie down and keep out of sight - 
and we did it! 

After the death of the lieutenant, Captain D, A. Col- 
vin took charge of our party. He had won his straps 
in the Civil War, and was a seasoned veteran -cool, 
absolutely fearless, yet discreet. He ordered every 
man of us to do our fighting from over the top of the 
lower log which formed the corral, and behind which 
we were pretty well screened by the willows. Every- 
thing that was a foot or eighteen inches above ground 
was simply shot to pieces by the Indians. 

I don't believe there is another man living, or that 
ever lived, who has killed as many Indians in a day as 
Colvin did on the occasion of the hayfield fight. He 
was armed with a six teen-shot repeating rifle, and had 
a thousand rounds of ammunition. He was a dead 
shot, and if he missed an Indian in that fight none of us 
ever knew it. He fired about three hundred shots that 
day, and after the fight the ground out a little way from 
where he was lying was simply covered with dead In- 
dians. He killed one of their chiefs as the savage was 
leading a charge against the corral on foot, and this 
chief was the first Indian to cross Warrior Creek, only 
a few yards distant from the corral. The others at- 
tempted several times to recover his body, but we made 
it so hot for them that they were obliged to abandon the 
attempt. 

Captain Colvin's brother, Zeke, killed the first In- 
dian of the fight. The warrior was riding toward the 
corral with a fire-brand, with which he apparently 
hoped to set our barricade on fire. Colvin shot the 
Indian's horse, as the latter was almost against the cor- 
ral. The animal fell, pinning its rider down, and 
while the Indian was just crawling out from beneath 
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the horse and starting to run, Colvin brought him down 
with another quick shot. 

Several times the Indians fired burning arrows into 
the willow lattice work of our barricade, hoping to 
smoke us out. They also set fire to the grass on three 
sides of it, but they never succeeded in getting a fire 
started where it damaged us any. We were all ready 
to grab our wounded and take to Warrior Creek, only 
twenty-five or thirty feet south of the corral, but we 
managed to extinguish every fire they started, even 
though the willows were dry enough to burn. 

There were thirty-one head of mules and one horse 
in the corral picketed to the cable stretched across from 
north to south. All this stock was either killed or 
wounded, except one mule and the horse. 

Among our crowd there was a big bully of whom we 
had all been afraid. We had expected great things of 
this man when it came to a show down, but at the criti- 
cal moment -when the fighting started, the coward hid 
himself and never fired a shot all through the battle. 
Another man -a soldier, kept threatening to commit 
suicide, for fear the Indians would get him alive and 
hold him for torture. Zeke Colvin finally took the 
fellow's gun away from him, and the fellow hid himself 
in a hole which the dogs had dug near the fence. He 
kept so quiet that we thought he was dead, until after 
the fighting was over. 

All the while we were fighting for our lives, from 
9 a.m. to 5 p.m., we wondered why no reinforcements 
came from the fort to our relief. We knew they must 
have heard the sound of our guns. We also knew there 
were plenty of soldiers at the fort, who, aided by the cit- 
izens, could have easily held the fort against the Indi- 

128 «The commander of the post, being aware of the fighting all that time 
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ans,"^ But there was no attempt made to send us rein- 
forcements until the fighting was all over and the Indi- 
ans had withdrawn, having come to the conclusion that 
we were impregnable, and that they could neither drive 
us out into the open nor smoke us out 

It appears that Captain Hartz, with his company of 
soldiers, was escorting a wood train from the mountains 
to the fort, and when he reached a point where he could 
overlook the valley where the hayfield was situated, 
he heard and saw the battle in progress. He had a pair 
of powerful field glasses with which he looked the val- 
ley over and saw what a desperate situation we were in. 
He hastened to the fort as quickly as possible, where he 
reported to the commander that the men at the hayfield 
were surrounded by at least two thousand five hundred 
Indians, and asked for three or four companies of sol- 
diers to go to our relief. And now comes the almost 
unbelievable part of my story: 

Instead of granting Captain Hartz's request, the 
commander immediately ordered the gates of the fort 
to be locked, and refused to allow a man to leave while 
the battle was in progress! We were thus left to fight 
it out as best we could. The commander of Fort C. F. 
Smith disgraced himself that day, and that is the reason 
there never has been any oflicial report made by the 
military authorities of the hayfield fight near the fort. 
It is a tabooed topic, and of course no military writer 
would dare take up the subject."* 

As to the Indian loss in this fight, it would be impos- 
sible for me to make a correct estimate, but I would 

refused to allow a relief party to go out, although officers were eager to go, 
all day long; and, finally, as the shades of the evening approached, he con- 
sented to their urgent appeal." - William Camp. 

^^^The authors have also been thus advised by a competent military 
authority. 
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swear to the best of my knowledge and belief that Cap- 
tain Colvin himself killed and wounded more than one 
hundred and fifty of the Indians. He was armed, as I 
have previously stated, with a sixteen-shot Henry rifle, 
had over a thousand rounds of ammunition for it, and 
was one of the best rifle shots I ever saw, being absolute- 
ly steady under fire. As he did most of his shooting at 
distances of from twenty to seventy-five yards, it was 
almost impossible for him to miss a target as big as a 
man at such short range. He was shooting steadily 
from nine- thirty in the morning until five o'clock in the 
afternoon, and the ground around where he was sta- 
tioned was literally covered with empty shells from his 
rifle. 

The soldiers were all armed with "needle" guns, and 
each had plenty of ammunition. Bob Little and George 
Duncan, two of the citizens, used Model of 1866 Win- 
chester rifles. Each had plenty of cartridges and were 
brave, steady men, doing splendid execution all day. I 
was armed with a Spencer carbine, and had, in addition, 
a double-barreled shotgun. We all had revolvers as 
well, which we reserved for close quarters. 

The loss on our side was Lieutenant Sternberg, a citi- 
zen named HoUister, and a sergeant whose name I have 
forgotten, killed. In addition, we had four men wound- 
ed, all soldiers but one. One of these wounded men 
was a sergeant. He was shot through the shoulder and 
most painfully injured. He and two of the other 
wounded men never failed to assist us in every charge 
made by the Indians. We had placed them in a tent 
where they would be out of the intense heat of the day, 
but whenever the Indians pressed us too closely these 
men would stagger out and stay with us until we had 
driven the Indians back to cover. The sergeant's 
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wound was such that he could not use a rifle, but we 
kept two revolvers loaded for his use, and right well 
did he use them in every attack. 

Two days after the hayfield fight. Colonel Greene 
arrived at the fort with two companies of cavalry. The 
fight was, of course, the sole topic, and it was regarded 
as a miracle that our loss was so slight in comparison 
with the immense number of Indians opposed to us. 
The Crow Indians, of whom I have made mention, and 
who were going back and forth to the village of the 
Sioux, reported after the fight that the Sioux loss was 
terrible, and that we had killed and wounded hundreds 
of their warriors. They reported to us that the village 
was filled with wounded, who were dying rapidly from 
their wounds, and that the Sioux were carrying their 
dead out of the village and caching them on some ledges 
in the adjacent hills. 

Colonel Greene asked these Crows if they would 
guide him to the place, in order to get a more correct 
estimate of the Indian loss. They agreed to do this, 
and the colonel, accompanied by his two troops of cav- 
alry and several citizens, including Captain Colvin, A, 
C. Leighton, the sutler at Fort Smith, myself and oth- 
ers, all went to the first ledge, which was situated about 
two miles south of the hayfield. Here we found over 
fifty bodies. The Crows requested that the colonel 
and his detachment accompany them to the next ledge, 
which was about two miles east of the first burial site. 
They said there were many more bodies there than on 
the first ledge. However, Colonel Greene refused to 
go further, knowing that the Sioux had yet plenty of 
fighting warriors left, and not caring to bring on an- 
other engagement with them. We therefore returned 
to the fort, satisfied that the Crows were telling the 
truth. 
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It is my opinion that the hayfield fight was the fierc- 
est engagement with hostile Indians in all the Indian 
battles of the West, considering the small number of 
whites and the fact that we were outnumbered more 
than a hundred to one. 

After the fighting was practically all over, the com- 
mander of the fort allowed three companies of soldiers 
to come to our "relief" -when we had no need of any! 
The commander of Fort Smith never was known to 
send out a relief party to aid besieged soldiers or civil- 
ians, and I will further state that all the time I was 
employed there I have no recollection of the command- 
er ever going outside the stockade ! I will let the veil 
of charity be drawn and not mention this commander's 
name, but I will say, however, that there were plenty 
of officers, from lieutenants up, who were better quali- 
fied to command that post than was the general in 
charge. 

The second or third day after the fight we returned 
and built a new corral, using cottonwood logs this time, 
with plenty of sod. It was constructed out in the open 
valley, about half a mile northeast of the old one, and 
about the same distance from the Big Horn River. We 
had the protection of a company of infantry at the new 
corral, but were never again attacked in force. There 
were raiding parties bothering us considerably -some- 
times two or three times a day, trying to run off our 
stock or burn what hay we had cut and cured. They 
certainly made things lively for us. 

After finishing the hay contract, another one was 
made to furnish wood to the fort at twenty-seven dollars 
and fifty cents per cord. We hauled this wood prin- 
cipally from the mountains, five or six miles away. I 
do not recall that the Indians ever attacked any of our 
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wood parties. We hired two men to guard our camp, 
scout around and keep us in meat. They were Baptiste 
Fourier, better known as "Big Bat," and Frank Ber- 
thune. They were both splendid men. "Big Bat" 
was the bravest scout and the best hunter I ever knew. 
He did wonderful work for General Crook in the Sioux 
campaign of 1876. He is yet living at Manderson, 
South Dakota- or was, as late as July, 1920. 

The quartermaster's citizen employes at Fort C. F. 
Smith all lived in dirt roofed log cabins outside the fort 
I do not remember that any of them ever were com- 
pelled to leave their cabins and get inside the fort for 
protection from prowling Indians. It is my opinion 
that none of the three forts along the Bozeman Trail 
would have been in any great danger if they had been 
attacked. The post of Fort Phil Kearney was sur- 
rounded by the best stockade I ever saw. It was abso- 
lutely invulnerable against Indians. As for Forts Reno 
and Smith, although they were not so well protected, 
I do not believe the Indians could ever have taken them 
as long as ammunition and provisions held out. 

There were several adobe buildings at Fort Smith, 
and the stockade also was partly of the same material. 
Fort Phil Kearney had no adobe buildings. 

At Fort Reno the stockade was built of cottonwood 
logs. The quarters and all other buildings had dirt 
roofs. There was no timber but cottonwood available, 
to my knowledge. There were never more than two 
companies quartered at this post. Kemp Caldwell, an 
old schoolmate of mine, was in charge of the sutler 
store there from the time the fort was established until 
it was abandoned. The store wai outside the stockade, 
but Caldwell never was obliged to seek the protection 
of the fort, that I can recollect. 
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The Indians never made any direct attack against 
any of the three forts on the Bozeman Trail. Fort 
Reno was not an ideal location for water or grass, but 
strategically it was an important location. The old 
post was an open, rude affair, with a stockade surround- 
ing the warehouse and stables, leaving the quarters for 
soldiers and horses without protection. The water 
was alkali and muddy. The fort was situated one hun- 
dred and fifty feet above the river, and all the water 
had to be hauled for the command, though upon the 
arrival of Colonel Carrington a fine spring was found 
near the fort. After the post was placed under the 
command of Colonel Proctor it was entirely surrounded 
by a stockade within which were blockhouses with bas- 
tions having loop holes, so that all four sides of the fort 
could be protected. There was a strong stone maga- 
zine in addition. 

Down at Fort Phil Kearney, in 1867, a man named 
Washington built a log cabin with a dirt roof, about 
one hundred and fifty yards from the fort on the Little 
Piney. Here he started a garden of vegetables and 
also served meals to those who desired them. He was 
driven inside his cabin many times by the Indians, but 
never abandoned the house to seek the protection of the 
fort. He had a wife, but no children. Both he and 
Mrs. Washington were crack rifle shots, and after the 
Indians had made two or three attempts to clean the 
pair out, they discovered it was too costly a proposition, 
and gave them a wide berth thereafter. 

I was well acquainted with "Portugee" Phillips who 
made the ride for help from Fort Phil Kearney to 
Fort Laramie on the night of the Fetterman disaster. 
I do not, at this late day, remember what he told me 
about where he kept himself hidden through the day- 
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time on that trip, but I do recall that he had many nar- 
row escapes. He never failed to take a chance when it 
seemed necessary. He was clear grit, and others less 
deserving than he have received greater honor and 
praise. 

In the spring of 1867 I was attached to a wagon train 
which was crossing the Platte River at the Bridger 
Crossing. Phillips and a small squad of cavalry, who 
were scouting at the head of the train, came back and 
reported that the Indians were about to attack a wagon 
train several miles ahead of us. Our captain left a 
squad of soldiers to guard our train, and took the bal- 
ance of the company, with several volunteer citizens, 
and started to the relief of the besieged train. I accom- 
panied this party. On our approach we discovered 
that the Indians were trying to surprise the train by 
sneaking through a gulch that ran into the river just 
below where the train was corraled. We had been 
careful of our approach and the Indians had not discov- 
ered us. They were so intent on their scheme that we 
managed to get to the foot of the ridge near the gulch 
which they were cautiously descending. Just as they 
started to charge the train, we ourselves charged right 
among them, and you never saw such a surprised bunch 
of redskins. We knocked over several of them. A 
lieutenant, a private and myself found that we had cut 
off one Indian, and some one of us got in a lucky shot 
that killed his horse. We chased him into a hollow 
where the warrior put up a stubborn fight. He shot 
the horse ridden by the soldier and wounded the lieu- 
tenant in the knee. We then managed to kill the In- 
dian. We took from him the first Winchester rifle I 
had ever seen. The lieutenant and the private had to 
ride one horse to camp and the officer suffered agony 
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with his wounded knee. He had been shot with an 
arrow and we were unable to pull the barb from the 
wound. We found on getting back to camp that sev- 
eral of the others had done good work in the fight. 



Red Cloud; the Great Ogallala Sioux 

War Chief 

« 

"The Red Napoleon of the Plains," is a most fitting 
title for Red Cloud, the famous Ogallala Sioux war 
chief, whose warriors were the scourge of the plains in 
the '6o's, and whose depredations in the immediate 
vicinity of Fort Phil Kearney, culminating in the 
tragic Fetterman disaster, December 21, 1866, and, 
the following 2d of August, in that most extraordinary 
engagement, known to history as the "Wagon Box" 
fight, are among the most important happenings in the 
history of our Indian wars in the West. 

Red Cloud (Makh-pi-ya-luta) is supposed to have 
been born at the forks of the Platte River in Nebraska, 
in 1822, although the chief himself did not know the 
exact year of his birth."** He died at Pine Ridge reser- 
vation. South Dakota, December 10, 1909. Like Sitting 
Bull, he ever refused to become reconciled to the white 
man's way, but, unlike the former, he was not, in his 
later years, the crafty, cunning and treacherous savage 
that Sitting Bull ever was. Red Cloud had many fine 
and noble qualities, possessed by no other Indian of his 
time, unless it was Chief Joseph, of the Nez Perces. 
After the "Wagon Box" fight of 1867, Red Cloud went 
no more on the warpath in person, and, although it has 
been charged by incompetent authorities that he was a 
"persistent instigator of outbreaks and massacres, pro- 

^^^ On Red Cloud's monument, at Pine Ridge reservation, it is recorded 
that the chief was born in 1824. 
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fessing deep piety, while really plotting deviltry," 
there is no foundation whatever for the untruths which 
have been printed about him by nine-tenths of the writ- 
ers of Western history, who never had the opportunity 
of learning the finer and stronger side of Red Cloud's 
character. It is true that in the '6o's he was an enemy 
to be feared by the whites, and that he left many a 
bloody trail along both the North and South Platte 
and the overland trails to the far west; but when it is 
considered that Red Cloud was merely fighting for his 
land, his home and the hunting grounds of his people - 
and what white man could not have done this? -when 
it is considered that the United States government broke 
faith with the Sioux, time and again, as with nearly all 
other tribes ; that at that time nearly every white man 
on the plains "had no use for Injuns, only dead ones ;" 
that there were many unscrupulous and dishonest Indian 
agents on the reservations, ever ready to feather their 
own nests at the expense of Uncle Sam's red wards, 
and that the Indian was robbed, cheated, tricked and 
most outrageously treated by nearly every white man 
with whom he came in contact, it is not to be marveled 
at that Red Cloud's hatred for the despoiler of his 
hunting country and the usurper of his lands vented 
itself in such a manner. 

Of Red Cloud's boyhood there is but little record. 
His parents were not prominent in any way among the 
tribe, and it is probable that the future great Sioux 
chieftain was brought up like any other Indian lad. 
About the time Red Cloud attained his sixteenth year 
he began to attract attention, and gave promise of de- 
veloping into a warrior of no small prominence, becom- 
ing to be looked upon as a sort of leader among the other 
younger Indians because of his ability in skirmishes 
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with the Crows and Pawnees, both of whom were 
hereditary enemies of the Sioux. 

A sister of Red Cloud once stated that when he was 
but three years old he was stolen from his parents, who 
were at that time living on a reservation in Wisconsin, 
and that some eighteen years later his people located 
him and desired him to return to them. He came and 
stayed a few weeks but the story goes that he preferred 
the tepees of his adopted tribe, deserting his relatives 
for his foster-parents very shortly. 

It was in the '6o's that Red Cloud's fame and notor- 
iety as a great war chief and leader reached its zenith. 
In 1865 the United States government wanted to build 
a wagon road into the Montana gold region by way of 
Powder River- right through the heart of the finest 
hunting grounds possessed by the Sioux. Very natur- 
ally Red Cloud entered a most emphatic objection to 
such a proposition. He declared it would drive away 
the game, which was the chief sustenance and sup- 
port of his tribe. That country was then the very cream 
of the buffalo range -and the buffalo furnished every- 
thing required by the Indian in the way of food, 
clothing and skins for lodges -which was all he desired 
for his welfare and happiness. During the fall of 1865 a 
council was proposed to Red Cloud, to effect, if possi- 
ble, some peaceable settlement whereby the proposed 
road might be constructed, but he grimly forbade any 
such negotiations, utterly refusing to attend the council. 

Thus matters continued until the following June, 
when another council was proposed to him, and this 
time Red Cloud decided to be present. It was held at 
Fort Laramie, and there was a great gathering of In- 
dians at this conference. When negotiations were 
opened. Red Cloud arose, and repeated his objections 
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to endangering the principal hunting grounds of his 
people. He made no secret of his opposition, but fierce- 
ly denounced the proposed plan, which was favored 
by Spotted Tail, Big Mouth, and other chiefs of lesser 
fame. In the midst of the palaver, Red Cloud again 
sprang to his feet, and pointing a finger at Colonel 
Henry B. Carrington, of the Eighteenth U.S. Infantry, 
who was in attendance, on his way, even then, to the 
Big Horn and Powder River country with a govern- 
ment expedition, the chief exclaimed, in ringing tones : 

"You are the white eagle who has come to steal the 
road. The Great Father sends us presents, and wants 
us to sell him the road, but the white chief comes with 
soldiers to steal it, before the Indian says yes or no I I 
will talk with you no more I I and my people will go 
now, and we will fight you I As long as I live, I will 
fight for the last hunting grounds of my people!" And 
drawing his blanket across his shoulders. Red Cloud 
stalked majestically from the council, refusing to accept 
any of the presents sent him by the government, and 
threatening to massacre every white man who crossed 
Crazy Woman's Fork of the Powder River. 

Although Red Cloud had "shied his castor into the 
ring," so to speak, the government, decided, neverthe- 
less, to go ahead and build the necessary forts along the 
proposed route of travel, in which soldiers were to be 
maintained to safeguard the road. Colonel Carring- 
ton was given charge of the details, which included the 
rebuilding and garrisoning of Fort Reno on Powder 
River, and the erection of two more forts further north- 
west-one at the forks of the Big and Little Piney, later 
known as Fort Phil Kearney, and the other on the Big 
Horn River, known as Fort C, F. Smith. 

But hardly had Carrington laid out the lines of Fort 
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Phil Kearney and begun to cut the logs for the stockade, 
before Red Cloud descended indeed like a "red cloud" 
upon him. So closely did the wily Sioux chief draw 
his lines about the little garrison, with a force of war- 
riors numbering upward of three thousand, that not a 
stick of timber could be cut, nor even a load of hay 
hauled from the flats close by the fort, without a heavy 
guard being detailed to accompany the woodchoppers 
and hay cutters. Fights and skirmishes were of almost 
daily occurrence, and Red Cloud exhibited considera:- 
ble generalship in the signal system used by his forces. 
General Carrington states that in one skirmish the 
chief's signals "covered a line of seven miles, and were 
displayed with wonderful rapidity and accuracy." It 
was impossible to think of venturing out after game, 
which was abundant in the neighborhood, without fear 
of an ambush. To sum the disturbances all up. Red 
Cloud's warriors, from the first of August, 1866, until 
the close of that year, murdered one hundred and fifty- 
four persons, comprising soldiers and citizens, wounded 
twenty more, and captured and drove away three hun- 
dred and six oxen and cows, three hundred and four 
mules and one hundred and sixty-one horses, making 
hostile demonstrations in front of the fort and commit- 
ting hostile acts fifty-one different times, as well as at- 
tacking nearly every wagon train and person attempting 
to pass over the Bozeman Road. And yet Congress 
had reported that "all was at peace in the Big Horn 
country!" 

But Red Cloud's greatest "coup" was counted on De- 
cember 21, 1866, when a small decoy party of his war- 
riors attacked one of the wood trains en route from the 
fort to the pinery for timber. Colonel Carrington dis- 
patched Captain William J. Fetterman, with eighty 
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men, to disperse the Indians, warning and instructing 
him to positively not go beyond a certain point known 
as Lodge Trail Ridge, lest he be drawn into an ambush. 
So great was Carrington's apprehension that Fetter- 
man's enthusiasm and recklessness would lead him to 
throw caution to the winds, that, as the little command 
left the fort, the colonel sprang upon the banquette, or 
sentry platform, inside the stockade and repeated his 
warning to Fetterman: ^^Under no circumstances 
whatever must you cross Lodge Trail Ridged Fetter- 
man promised obedience, but as soon as he was out of 
sight of his commander, he disregarded his orders and 
crossed the fatal ridge. Here the main body of In- 
dians, numbering upward of three thousand, were se- 
creted, and they arose from their hiding places in 
hordes, surrounded the soldiers and killed every man, 
most of them - in fact, Carrington's report says all but 
six- being dispatched with spears and clubs. The fight 
did not last to exceed twenty minutes. All the bodies 
were most shockingly mutilated in a fiendish manner 
by the exasperated and infuriated Sioux. 

Red Cloud's fame now spread like magic, and he was 
heralded as the greatest leader of all the hostile Indians 
on the plains, being regarded as "big medicine" by his 
tribesmen because of his success in all his operations 
against "the hated fort on the Little Piney." His no- 
toriety, however, was short-lived. The following Au- 
gust he again planned and made an attack on some 
wood choppers in the pinery, about six miles west of 
Fort Phil Kearney. This time, however. Red Cloud's 
"big medicine" failed. Unknown to the Indians, the 
troops, but two weeks previously, had been armed with 
a new breech-loading rifle -the first ever used against 
Indians by Uncle Sam's army on the plains. The cele- 
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brated "Wagon Box" fight was the result of this attack. 
The Indian loss, while never definitely known, has been 
given by some writers and historians as one thousand 
one hundred and thirty-seven. Others place the figures 
at from two hundred to five hundred, which is probably 
nearer correct, although Red Cloud himself, many 
years later, when questioned, is said to have stated that 
he "went into the fight with three thousand braves and 
came out with but half of them." When asked if he 
really meant that his loss was so enormous, the old chief 
is alleged to have replied : "It was a big fight. The 
long swords fought as I had never seen them fight be- 
fore. My warriors were as numerous as blades of 
grass. I went in with many. I lost over half. The 
long swords shot true to the mark. My warriors never 
fought again." 

This was Red Cloud's last great fight with the whites, 
although he continued for some time to harrass all 
small parties passing over the Bozeman Road. 

In 1868 it was thought expedient by the government 
to again try to effect a treaty with the now famous war 
chief of the Sioux. His only ultimatum was that all 
the forts which had been erected through his hunting 
country should be abandoned, as well as all further 
attempts to open a wagon road into Montana. Red 
- Cloud would accept no other conditions whatsoever, 
and the government at once accepted the terms as dic- 
tated by himself. The entire region was once more 
given over to the Sioux nation, which had thus won a 
complete victory. Red Cloud even refused to sign the 
treaty until all the troops had been entirely withdrawn 
and the forts completely abandoned, after which the 
Indians immediately burned them to the ground. 

From that date Red Cloud kept his word with the 
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government, so far as again taking to the warpath in 
person was concerned. He took no part himself in the 
great Sioux war of 1876, although it has been stated 
that he "secretly aided and encouraged the hostile ele- 
ment," just as it has also been alleged he espoused their 
cause during the Ghost Dance war of 1 890-1 891 in 
South Dakota ; but there is no foundation whatever for 
such reports. 

And now for the other- and better -side of Red 
Cloud's character, from a strictly authentic source: 

Captain James H. Cook, of Agate, Sioux County, 
Nebraska, is unquestionably better able to give to the 
public the real truth about Red Cloud than any other 
living person. He knew the great chief intimately for 
thirty-five years, and was the one white man in whom 
Red Cloud placed implicit confidence. Captain Cook 
is an extensive cattle rancher, with large holdings and 
interests along the Niobrara River, where he has been 
located for more than thirty years. Red Cloud was 
a guest at Captain Cook's ranch for weeks at a time, 
on numerous occasions, for years after he had for- 
saken the warpath. Captain Cook served with dis- 
tinction as a scout, guide and trailer through the 
Apache campaign in Arizona in 1866, and has 
numerous documents from high army officials, tes- 
tifying to his ability, energy and eflSciency while serv- 
ing the government during its Indian troubles. He 
also rendered most valuable aid during the Ghost Dance 
war at Pine Ridge reservation, South Dakota, having 
a personal acquaintance with all the leading chiefs 
among the Sioux, particularly with Red Cloud, Little 
Wound, American Horse, and Young-Man-Afraid-of- 
His-Horses. He is an adept in the sign language, and 
also speaks the Sioux tongue fluently. During all those 
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years, as now Captain Cook was highly respected by the 
Pine Ridge Sioux, and considered a warm friend and 
personal adviser on all matters pertaining to their in- 
terests. At one time he was slated for agent at Pine 
Ridge reservation, but the Indian Department was 
taken over by the Interior Department before his case 
was acted upon. 

Captain Cook has given to the authors of this work 
insights into the life of Chief Red Cloud which could 
not possibly be obtained from any other living source, 
for the reason that he was the only white man in whom 
Red Cloud had implicit confidence and was ever con- 
sidered as a close, intimate friend -a man brought up in 
the open, like himself, and a plainsman in every sense of 
the word. Captain Cook first met the chief in 1875, 
when on a friendly visit to the Red Cloud agency 
during the autumn of that year. He was accompanied 
by Baptiste Gangnier,^^* better known as "Little Bat," 
one of the most noted frontier characters of the '70's- 
a wonderful scout and trailer, and so-called to distin- 
guish him from Baptiste Pourier, known as "Big Bat," 
another remarkable frontiersman. 

On the occasion of this first trip to the lodge of Red 
Cloud, Captain Cook was warmly welcomed, on the 
statement of "Little Bat" that he had brought his friend, 
the white hunter, to pay his respects to the chief. Many 
of Red Cloud's sub-chiefs were sent for on this occa- 
sion, and a friendship was there begun with these Sioux 
leaders which continued without a break as long as they 
lived. 

It was during this trip that Professor Marsh, of Yale 
College and the Smithsonian Institute, called upon Red 
Cloud with a government escort. He wanted permis- 

126 Also spelled "Gaunier" and "Gamier," 
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sion to hunt in the Sioux country for fossils and petri- 
fied objects, or "stone bones," as the Indians called them. 
The professor was not accorded a very enthusiastic 
reception by the red men. They looked at him askance 
and with suspicion when he told them the object of his 
trip, thinking that his real mission was to prospect for 
gold in their lands. Captain Cook interceded for Pro- 
fessor Marsh, telling Red Cloud the real purport of 
his visit, whereupon the desired permission was at once 
given. The professor and his party were in no manner 
molested nor disturbed by the Indians during their 
bone-hunting expeditions, in the interests of science. 
Red Cloud's word was as good as his bond. In fact, 
the noted scientist and the great Sioux chief became 
warm friends, and the chief paid Professor Marsh a 
visit at his home in New Haven, Conn., some time after. 

Red Cloud had promised Captain Cook to some 
time give him his life story. Many white men had 
heretofore tried to get the chief's consent to be "written 
up," but he had steadfastly refused. He said that he 
did not want anything to do with any white man who 
desired his life story to be printed in a book, with 
the object of making money. Captain Cook, how- 
ever, never found himself in a position where a com- 
petent interpreter and stenographer were available dur- 
ing any of the chief's visits to the Cook ranch. Years 
passed by; Red Cloud grew old and infirm; his mind 
became somewhat clouded and the promised story never 
developed in the form Captain Cook intended. 

According to Captain Cook, Red Cloud was a mar- 
velous student of Nature, acquiring a wonderful knowl- 
edge of the plant and animal life throughout the vast 
region over which his tribe migrated. He deplored 
beyond measure, and with sorrow in his heart, the de- 
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struction by the white men of the vast buffalo herds, 
which meant food, clothing and shelter to his people; 
and his heart was filled with hatred against the whites 
for their wanton, wasteful killing of the noble game 
animals with which the country teemed. Meeting Red 
Cloud -not as an Eastern man, but as a fellow hunter, 
a dweller of the plains, gave Captain Cook an op- 
portunity to study the character of this noted Indian 
in a manner never gained by any other white man. 
Therefore, the friendship between them was far more 
enduring and stronger than it otherwise would have 
been. Red Cloud noted, with mingled sorrow and 
rage, that the oncoming hordes of white despoilers of 
his land must be stopped, or the game would all be 
killed or driven away, and his people reduced to beg- 
gars, dependent entirely on the government for support 
and sustenance. In vain did the chief seek to impress 
this fact upon them. The question was a vexed one to 
settle. His people were not deep thinkers, nor had 
they the keen insight into the future possessed by him- 
self. The baubles passed out by white traders lured 
the chief's supposedly faithful followers from his side. 
Dissatisfaction broke out and bad feeling was engen- 
dered over the treaties made with the Sioux, which was 
destined to end in disaster. 

In his book, Tht Fighting Cheyennes^ George Bird 
Grinnell, the well known writer of Indian life, has 
stated that Red Cloud took no part personally in the 
Fetterman fight near Fort Phil Kearney, and that he 
Was not present on that occasion. Red Cloud has often 
told Captain Cook that he not only was very much 
in evidence in that disastrous affair, but that he led the 
warriors in person when they overwhelmed Fetter- 
man's command, after passing the fatal Lodge Trail 
Ridge. 
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Captain Cook had many talks with Red Cloud on the 
fight- for it was a fight and not a "massacre." The 
troops attacked the Indians, and were simply over- 
whelmed by a vastly superior force. Red Cloud said 
that only about eleven Indians were killed outright, 
but that great numbers were wounded and died later. 
Captain Fetterman himself was killed by Chief Amer- 
ican Horse, declared Red Cloud. American Horse 
has also admitted this to Captain Cook."^ Most his- 
torians have agreed that Captains Fetterman and Brown 
committed suicide when they saw that all hope of es- 
cape was gone. It is not at all unlikely that the death 
of Fetterman was just as described by American Horse. 
All but six of the soldiers were killed with clubs, spears 
and arrows. Many of the old chiefs who took part in 
this fight have told Captain Cook that the soldiers 
seemed paralyzed with fear when they saw how they 
were outnumbered, and that they offered no resistance 
at all, being simply knocked in the head like so many 
dumb animals. Some of the officers, however, put up a 
most determined resistance, but were quickly and easily 
overpowered. 

While a great many of the warriors from the Red 
Cloud agency assisted the hostiles in the Sioux war of 
1876, Captain Cook declares that Red Cloud took 
no active part in that campaign, nor secretly aided the 
unreconcilables, knowing full that resistance would 
mean nothing but much suffering and bloodshed to 
numbers of his people. He was also by this time get- 
ting well along in years, and did not have the strong 
influence over his young men which he had exerted 
ten years before. They would not heed his advice 

^27 American Horse's version of this killing was that he knocked Fetter- 
man off his horse with a war club and stabbed him to death with a knife. 
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when he pleaded with them to remain peaceable. The 
younger element, backed by such a youthful, fiery lead- 
er as Crazy Horse, clamored for battle against the white 
invaders. The Custer fight followed, with Crazy 
Horse, Gaul, Crow King, and Two Moons leading the 
hostiles; but Red Cloud's fighting spirit was broken. 
It has been contended that his awful defeat in the 
"Wagon Box" fight of August, 1867, was responsible 
for his thus refusing to again take to the warpath in 
person. Be that as it may, he did everything possible 
to keep peace, although, during the Fort Robinson 
trouble in 1879, he was importuned to join the hostiles 
and make one last determined stand against the common 
enemy; but to Red Cloud's credit it can be truthfully 
said that he refused to depart from the position of peace 
which he had assumed. 

At the time of the Messiah Craze on Pine Ridge 
reservation, in December, 1890, Captain Cook was sent 
for, because of his special and intimate acquaintance 
with the leading Sioux chiefs. He went to the scene 
of trouble, and sought out his old friend, "Little Bat," 
and together they went over the situation. They de- 
cided that no great harm could arise from the dancing, 
provided the Indians did not over exert themselves; 
but the warriors were cautioned that under no circum- 
stances must they resort to bloodshed among the whites, 
unless they desired the government to step in and make 
trouble for them. The general incompetency of Agent 
Royer, coupled with his fear and alarm, was well known 
to the Indians, and he was openly ridiculed and belit- 
tled by them. He was by no means a student of Indian 
nature, and daily bombarded Washington with tele- 
grams for "more troops," keeping the wires hot with his 
feverish and ridiculous demands. 
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Red Cloud was, at this time, being charged with 
secretly aiding the hostile element by some of the brain- 
less "war correspondents" who were sent to Pine Ridge 
for "Indian stories." Pen pictures were daily drawn 
of the "deviltry" which the old chief was alleged to be 
plotting in the nice house which the government had 
built for him. These rumors came to Captain Cook. 
He was making his headquarters day and night with 
the Indian scouts attached to the troops, and was daily 
around the agency with such well known scouts as "Lit- 
tle Bat," "Woman's Dress," "Yankton Charlie," "Big 
Bat"* and others, who were all thoroughly conversant 
with what was transpiring at the camp of the hostiles, 
as well as at government headquarters, and Captain 
Cook asserts that nothing was ever discovered which 
could, in any way, reflect against Red Cloud's good 
reputation and peaceful attitude which he had for years 
been maintaining. Not the least sign of a hostile move, 
nor any evidence of secretly aiding the warlike element 
could be found against the old chieftain. There is no 
foundation at all for the stories which have circulated 
in books, and the newspaper accounts of the last Indian 
war of the west, that Red Cloud was the crafty, cun- 
ning, blood-thirsty villain which he was at that time 
painted. Coming, as this refutation does, from a man 
who had known Red Cloud intimately, and as man to 
man, for fifteen years previous to the Ghost Dance war, 
and had been closely associated with him in so many 
different ways, it can be asserted without contradiction 
that the aged chief remained faithful to his word -that 
he had forsaken his old Indian ways for the white man's 
road of peace. 

Many times after the Pine Ridge trouble was Red 

*Baptiste Fourier, now (1921) living at Manderson, S. D. 
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Cloud a guest at the Cook ranch on the Niobrara, his 
last visit occurring in 1908, the year previous to his 
death, and it was during this trip that an incident hap- 
pened which well illustrates the warm-hearted friend- 
ship which had sprung up between Red Cloud, his peo- 
ple, and members of Captain Cook's family. It ex- 
hibits a tenderness of feeling which the average white 
man had felt never existed in an Indian's breast. 

Captain Cook's eldest son was leaving home to enter 
Nebraska University, many miles distant in the eastern 
part of the state. It was the young man's first departure 
from the home of his parents for a prolonged stay. 
There were about seventy Indians in Red Cloud's party 
who were camped about a hundred yards from the ranch 
house on their accustomed visit. They knew that the 
young white man was going away, and what was the 
surprise of the Cook household, when^ the carriage 
drove up to the door, to note that all the Indian women 
stood lined up in respectful attitude on each side of the 
driveway. As young Cook passed down to the car- 
riage, each woman gave him a hearty hand-shake, and 
then they began, in chorus, to chant a farewell song in 
the Sioux tongue. As the young man passed the In- 
dian camp, all the warriors filed out, bedecked in their 
savage finery, with Red Cloud heading the procession. 
Young Cook was deeply touched by this farewell recep- 
tion of his Indian friends ; but the tears coursed down, 
not only his own cheeks, but those of his parents, when 
Red Cloud folded the boy in his arms, and fondly pat- 
ting him on the back, he placed his face against that of 
the youth, and with deep emotion said: '*I am an old 
man. Your father is my friend. I and my people will 
give you his name, and we will think of you with good 
hearts." Then, in turn, each Indian man embraced the 



192 The Bozeman Trail 

youth, all exhibiting the most genuine affection in this 
demonstration of farewell. 

Red Cloud died, as he lived, declared Captain 
Cook -an Indian who never pretended to be recon- 
structed. He further emphasizes that the old Indian 
people, who knew and loved the wild, free life of the 
plains, should not be too harshly judged by those whose 
modem residences now span the places once dotted by 
the lodges of the Sioux. 

Another man whose writings and personal acquaint- 
ance with Red Cloud further bear out the statements 
of Captain Cook, is Professor W. K. Moorehead of 
Andover, Massachusetts, well known as the author of 
many books on Indian life. Professor Moorehead was 
at Pine Ridge during the Ghost Dance war, and his 
opinion of the noted chief is given in one of his books, 
The American Indian^ in which he sa3rs: 

Red Cloud was nearly blind, and aged rapidly after 189a 
Eighty-seven years is a long time for an Indian to live. Con- 
tinual exposure, uncertain food supply and frail habitation break 
down the constitution, and one rarely sees an Indian more 
than sixty years of age. During the last years of his life. Red 
Cloud enjoyed the comforts of a two-story frame house. It 
was given him by the government as a ^)ecial mzik of honor. 
During the presence of the troops he kept a litde American 
flag and a white peace flag constandy floating above it. He 
bemoaned the fate of his race, and from his conversation one 
could easily discern that he had done his duty and defended 
the claims of the Dakotas in adversity as in prosperity. Over 
twenty years ago I had several conversations with him through 
an interpreter. He dwelt upon the happy 'buffalo days,' and 
the free life of the plains of sixty years ago. We stepped out- 
side the house, and he told me to look about the valley, for 
his eyes were dim; but he knew its character. I cannot give 
the exact words of his speech, but it was about as follows : 

''You see this barren waste. We have a little land along 
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the creek which affords good grazing, but we must have some 
of it for corn and wheat. There are other creeks which have 
bottoms like this, but most of the land is poor and worthless. 
Think of it ! I, who used to own rich soil in a well watered 
country so extensive that I could not ride through it in a week 
on my fastest pony, am put down here! Why, I have to go 
five miles for wood for my fire ! Washington took our lands, 
and promised to feed and support us. Now I, who used to 
control five thousand warriors, must tell Washington when I 
am hungry! I must beg for that which I own. If I beg hard, 
they put me in the guard-house. We have trouble. Our girls 
are getting bad. Coughing sickness (consumption) every win- 
ter carries away our best people. My heart is heavy. I am 
old. I cannot do much more. Young man, I wish there was 
someone to help my poor people when I am gone!" 

Red Cloud felt, and felt rightly, that he had good 
cause for grievance and hatred because of the treatment 
which he and his people had been subjected to at the 
hands of the government. In this respect, Professor 
Moorehead further says : 

The graft of the agencies was notoriously well known on 
the frontier, and many an agent became actually rich from the 
spoils of his office. The Indians realized the state of affairs 
and they resented it, and added it as another brand to the fire 
of their hostility against the whites. The big old chief. Red 
Cloud once said: 

"I don't see why the government changes our agents.. 
When one agent gets rich at his trade of looking after us, and 
has about all he wants, he may stop his stealing and leave us the 
property which belongs to us, if he keeps his place. But when 
one man grows fat at our expense he is removed, and a lean 
one sent to take his place, and we must fill his belly also, and 
give away to another lean one." 

With but few exceptions, nearly every white man who 
went out on the frontier as a scout, miner, trader, hunter or 
explorer, exhibited the worst side of his character when among 
Indians. • . The Indian became acquainted with all that 
was bad, and saw but little of the real good of civilization. He 
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heard more oaths than prayers ; saw more saloons than churches 
or schools. The men whom he met were not calculated, by 
their acts, to inspire him with any confidence or respect for the 
white race. If the plains' tribes had associated with a better 
class of citizens before they learned the vices of civilization, I 
am satisfied that the historian would not be compelled to write 
so dark and tragic a narrative; nor would he feel constrained 
to hold them up as fit subjects for pity and compassion. 

Considering that Red Cloud came in contact with a class 
of white men whose presence would not be tolerated in a re- 
spectable community; his high character, his submission to the 
unjust acts of his conquerors, places him, in my opinion, among 
the great men of America, regardless of color, birth or ancestry. 
His career exhibits a degree of mental capacity, a knowledge of 
human nature and an acquaintance with the affairs of men 
which we would not expect in a savage's mind. Red Cloud's 
bearing toward the government in the Leavenworth and Fort 
Robinson treaties, in having secured his end in both instances, 
indicates a knowledge of diplomacy of no mean order. . . 
Red Cloud possessed more human kindness than any of his red 
contemporaries. It has been affirmed that after the Fetter- 
man fight he assisted the young men in scalping and mutilating 
the dead. There is no direct evidence of this. Red Cloud 
himself says that he never tortured a living person nor mutilat- 
ed a dead body, and that those under his control were no more 
cruel than the Colorado citizens at the Sand Creek Massacre,^^® 
the soldiers in the battle of the Washita or the Seventh Cav- 
alry at Wounded Knee. He cites the murder of Crazy Horse 
and several sub-chiefs after they had surrendered and were 
held as hostages in one of the forts. He claims that in all his 
fights and raids he never perpetrated cruelties like these; that 
he was either a staunch friend or a bitter enemy. 



128 The Sand Creek Massacre or the ''Chivington massacre," as it is 
probably better known, was unquestionably one of the grossest outrages ever 
perpetrated against Indians by United States troops. This is not the time 
nor place to discuss that aflFair, but those interested may read a full account 
in Mrs. H. H. Jackson's Century of Dishonor, Further accounts may be 
read in Article Six of the Treaty of October 14, 1865, between the United 
States and the chiefs and headmen representing the confederated tribes of 
the Arapahoe and Cheyenne Indians. In the battle of the Washita, also at 
Wounded Knee, women and children were indiscriminately shot down. 
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In his later years he rather inclined toward the faith of the 
Catholics, but when younger he was reported to have said that 
he believed in no white man's God, but held to the Great Spirit 
(Waukantanka), and propitiated the evil spirits also; that if 
he tried to do his duty, help his people and was a good man, he 
should not fear to meet the Great Spirit in the hereafter. That 
so far he agreed with the missionaries of different denomina- 
tions, but because they were in discord among themselves as to 
just how the Great Spirit should be worshipped, he considered 
that not one of them was better than another; that his re- 
ligion was as good as theirs, and that he would do as his heart 
prompted him. 

After his removal to Pine Ridge, a petty agent arrested 
this great man on a trivial charge, and confined him in the 
guard house. Immediately his warriors armed, and a great 
number of Indians prepared to attack the agency. 

When some of the sub-chiefs, after his release, said, 'Let 
us kill our women and children and fight until we are gone - 
that is preferable to starvation here on the reservation,' he is 
reported to have made a dignified and manly speech, in which 
he maintained that the Almighty had decreed that they should 
continue on the reservation, virtually as prisoners of their con- 
querors, and resistance would only result in suffering and 
bloodshed, and could accomplish no good. 

An intelligent savage, reared upon the plains amidst sur- 
roundings calculated to develop other than the lowest desires, 
and possessing a primitive idea of the truest type of manhood, 
he has presented us with a career which shall endure in history 
long after the frontiersmen shall have been forgotten. 

In 1890 Red Cloud was appealed to by Father Jule, 
a noted Catholic missionary, to express his opinion on 
the causes which led up to the Ghost Dance wan The 
aged chieftain at that time made a most scathing ar- 
raignment of the government and the manner in which 
the red man was treated by the Indian Department, in 
the following language: 

When we first made treaties with the government this 
was our position: Our old life and our customs were about 
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to end; the game upon which we lived was disappearing; the 
whites were closing around us, and nothing remained for us 
to do but to adopt their ways and have the same rights with 
them if we wished to save ourselves. The government prom- 
ised us all the means necessary to make our living out* of the 
land, and to instruct us how to do it, and abundant food to 
support us until we could take care of ourselves. We looked 
forward with hope to the time when we would be as inde- 
pendent as the whites and have a voice in the government. 

The officers of the army could have helped us better than 
any others, but we were not left to them. An Indian Depart- 
ment was made, with a large number of agents and other offi- 
cials drawing large salaries, and these men were supposed to 
teach us the way of the whites. Then came the beginning of 
trouble. These men took care of themselves, but not of us. 
It was made very hard for us ta deal with the government ex- 
cept through them. It seems to me that they thought they 
could make more by keeping us back than by helping us for- 
ward. We did not get the means to work our land. The few 
things given were given in such a way as to do us little or no 
good. Our rations began to be reduced. Some said that we 
were lazy and wanted to live on. rations, and not to work. 
That is false. How does any man of sense suppose that so 
great a number of people could get to work at once, unless they 
were at once supplied with means to work, and instructors 
enough to teach them how to use them? 

Remember, that even our little ponies were taken away, 
under the promise that they would be replaced by oxen and 
large horses, and that it was long before we saw any, and then 
we got very few. We tried, even with the means we had, but 
by one pretext or another we were shifted from place to place, 
or told that such a transfer was coming. Great effort was 
made to break up our customs, but nothing was done to intro- 
duce the custom of the whites. Everything was done to break 
the power of the real chiefs, who really wished their people to 
improve, and little men, so-called chiefs, were made to act as 
disturbers and agitators. Spotted Tail wanted the ways of the 
whites, and a cowardly assassin was found to remove him. 
This was charged upon the Indians because an Indian did it. 
But who set on the Indian? 
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I was abused and slandered, to weaken my influence for 
good and make me seem like one who did not want to advance. 
This was done by the men paid by the government to teach us 
the ways of the whites. I have visited many other tribes, and 
find that the same things were done among them. All was 
done to discourage, and nothing to encourage. I saw the men, 
paid by the government to help us, all making money for them- 
selves and very busy, but doing nothing for us. 

Now, don't you suppose we saw all this? Of course we 
did, but what could we do? We were prisoners - not in the 
hands of the army, but in the hands of robbers. Where was 
the army? Set by the government to watch us, but having no 
voice in setting things right, so that they would not need to 
watch us. They could not' speak for us, though we wished it 
very much. Those who held us, pretended to be very anxious 
about our welfare, and said our condition was a great mystery. 
We tried to speak and clear up this mystery, but we were 
laughed at and treated as children. So things went on from 
year to year. Other treaties were made, but it was all the 
same. Rations were further reduced, and we were starving. 
Sufficient food was not given us, and no means to get food from 
the land were provided. Rations were further reduced. A 
family got for two weeks what was not enough for one week. 

What did we eat when that was gone? The people were 
desperate from starvation - they had no hope. They did not 
think of fighting. What good would it do? They might die 
like men, but what would the women and children do? Some 
say they saw the Son of God ; others did not see Him. I did 
not see Him. If He had come He would do some great things 
as He had done before. We doubted it because we saw neither 
Him nor His works. Then General Crook came. His words 
sounded well; but how could we know that a new treaty 
would be kept any better than the old one? For that reason 
we did not care to sign. He promised to see that his promise 
would be kept. He, at least, has never lied to us. His 
words gave the people hope. They signed. They hoped. He 
died. Their hope died with him. Despair came again. The 
people were counted and wrongly counted. Our rations 'were 
again reduced. The white men seized on the land we sold 
them through General Crook, but our pay was as distant as 
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ever. The man who counted us said we were feasting and 
wasting food. Where did he see this? 

How can we eat or waste what we have not? We felt 
that we were mocked in our misery. We had no newspapers, 
and no one to speak for us. We had no redress. Our ra- 
tions were again reduced. You, who eat three times a day, and 
see your children well and happy around you, can't understand 
what starving Indians feel. We were faint with hunger and 
maddened by despair. We held our dying children and felt 
their little bodies tremble as their souls went out and left only 
a dead weight in our hands. They were not very heavy, but 
we ourselves were very faint, and the dead weighed us down. 
There was no hope on earth, and God seemed to have for- 
gotten us. Someone had again been talking of the Son of God, 
and said He would come. The people did not know; they 
did not care. They snatched at the hope. They screamed like 
crazy men to Him for mercy. They caught at the promise 
they heard He had made. 

The white men were frightened and called for soldiers. 
We had begged for life, and the white men thought we wanted 
theirs. We heard that soldiers were coming. We did not 
fear. We hoped that we could tell them our troubles and get 
help. A white man said the soldiers meant to kill us. We 
did not believe it, but some were frightened and ran away to 
the bad lands. The soldiers came. They said: 'Don't be 
afraid; we come to make peace and not war.' It was true. 
They brought us food and did not threaten us. If the Messiah 
has really come, it must be this way. The people prayed for 
life and the army brought it. The Black Robe (Father Jule) 
went into the bad lands and brought in some Indians to talk 
with General Brooke. The general was very kind to them, 
and quieted their fears, and was a real friend. He sent out 
Indians to call in other Indians from the bad lands. I sent all 
my horses and all my young men to help General Brooke save 
the Indians. Am I not right when I say that he will know 
how to settle this trouble? He has settled it. 

The Indian Department called for soldiers to shoot down 
the Indians whom it had starved into despair. General Brooke 
said: *No. What have they done? They are dying. They 
must live.' He brought us food. He gave us hope. I trust 
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to him now to see that we will be well treated. I hope that the 
despair that he has driven away will never return again. If the 
army had been with us from the first there never would have 
been any trouble. The army will, I hope, keep us safe and 
help us become as independent as the whites. No Indian wants 
to fight ; they want to eat and work and live. The Indian De- 
partment has almost destroyed us. Save us from it! Let the 
sun shine on us again. 

As further evidence that Red Cloud was not entirely 
without spiritual thought and communion, the follow- 
ing is printed from The Council Fire and Arbitratory a 
periodical printed in Washington, D.C., under date 
of June, 1883: 

On the Sth of October, 1870, a council was held between 
Chief Red Cloud and a commission sent out to the Sioux coun- 
try by the Secretary of the Interior. Honorable Felix Burnot 
was chairman of the Commission. When the Indians were 
assembled at Fort Laramie, Mr. Burnot said: 

"Nothing we may do can prosper without the blessing of 
the Great Spirit. I therefore propose asking the blessing of the 
Great Spirit on our council." 

He then delivered an eloquent and quite long prayer. 
When he closed, Chief Red Cloud arose, and first raising his 
hands toward the skies, he bowed till he touched the earth with 
his fingers. He then stood erect, and again lifted his hands 
toward the heavens. Then all the Indians arose and stood in 
reverent attitude, while the chief uttered the following prayer: 

"O, Great Spirit, I pray you to look upon us. We are 
your children and you placed us first in this land. We pray 
you to look down on us, so that nothing but truth shall be 
spoken in this council. Wc don't ask for anything but what is 
right and just. When you made your red children, O, Great 
Spirit, you made them to have mercy upon them. Now we 
are before you today, praying you to look down on us and have 
pity on your poor red children. We pray you to let nothing 
but truth be spoken here. Wc hope that these things may be 
settled right. You are the protector of those who use the bow 
and arrow, as well as those people who wear hats, and I hope 
we don't pray to you in vain. We are poor and ignorant, but 
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our fathers have told us that we would not be in distress if we 
asked for your assistance. O, Great Spirit, look down on your 
children and take pity on theml" 

Chief Red Cloud died at Pine Ridge agency, South 
Dakota, December lo, 1909, and the following day 
was buried in the cemetery of the Holy Rosary Mis- 
sion. In his latter years, the old chief was inclined 
toward the Catholic faith, and it is stated to the authors 
of this work by Father Grotegeers, superintendent of 
Holy Rosary Mission, that it was largely through the 
influence of Chief Red Cloud himself that the mission 
was established, and that he was more instrumental in 
bringing this about than any other one person. 

Five children were born to Red Cloud and his wife. 
They were: Jack Red Cloud (dead), Mrs. Louisa 
Richard (dead), Mrs. Libbie Slow Bear, Mrs. Fannie 
Chase Alone, Mrs. Charges-At-or-Kills-Above. The 
three latter yet live on Pine Ridge reservation. All of 
Red Cloud's children raised large families, and the 
grandchildren number a score or more. There are also 
many great grandchildren of the noted war chief of 
the Sioux. 

At the time of Red Cloud's death, his intimate white 
friend, Captain Cook, suggested to Jack Red Cloud, 
the old chief's son, that his father should be buried on 
what is known as "Red Cloud Buttes," which form a 
part of the former Red Cloud agency. It is a most 
commanding site, and a fitting place for the remains 
of this noted old warrior to lie at rest, overlooking a 
vast section of territory, where his warriors, in days 
past, roamed by thousands in perfect freedom. Cap- 
tain Cook's idea was that a tomb should be hewn from 
the solid rock, and the remains of the great chief prop- 
erly interred therein, while a heavy iron door should 
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bar all vandals and curiosity seekers from disturbing 
the bones of this noted Indian chieftain and statesman. 
The Catholics, however, demurred, giving as their rea- 
son that the Buttes were not "consecrated ground." It 
is not unlikely, however, that this may be done at no 
distant day. Jack Red Cloud was in favor of the plan, 
as were the old people of the tribe. 

Many of the old Ogalalla Sioux, who have been mak- 
ing annual visits to Captain Cook's ranch since the 
death of Red Cloud, have made highly complimentary 
remarks regarding an oil painting of the aged warrior 
which was made in the Cook home in 1902, when Red 
Cloud was a guest there. The painting was executed 
by a friend of the Cook family, and Red Cloud posed 
for some time, in order that the likeness might be as 
perfect as possible. That it is a work of art is em- 
phasized by an incident in connection with their visit 
to the ranch of several aged members of the tribe some 
time after the death of their chief. An old Indian wo- 
man, nearly ninety years of age, who was brought into 
the room where the painting was being exhibited, upon 
catching her first glimpse of it, dropped the staff upon 
which she had been leaning, and tottered over to the 
painting, resting on an easel, wailing as she went. Plac- 
ing both her bony hands on the face in the canvas she 
peered about and behind the canvas, in astonishment, as 
though she felt that she must be gazing upon the spirit 
of Makh-pi-ya-luta, her departed chief and brother, 
whose name she kept repeating, mingling it with shrill 
wails, until she was led from the room. This compli- 
ment paid the artist was certainly "from the heart." 

On another occasion a younger woman, a relative of 
the chief, after being shown the portrait, left the room, 
wailing, and went to the top of a high, rocky butte, about 
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a quarter of a mile distant, where she remained for three 
days, mourning and fasting. At the end of that time 
several of the Indian women took food and water to 
her and persuaded her to return to the camp with them. 
This tribute to the skill of the artist in bringing back 
to these Indians so realistically the face and form of 
their beloved chieftain, was certainly genuine, even 
though it might be classed as "hysterical" by some phil- 
osophical people who have been trained to control their 
emotions - sometimes to the freezing point 

Jack Red Cloud died July 2, 191 8, at Pine Ridge 
reservation, and his remains also rest in the Holy Ro- 
sary Mission cemetery. He was about sixty years of 
age, but never arose to the high position attained by his 
noted father, although Captain Cook says he was buried 
with unusual honors. 



Jim Bridger-^^The Grand Old Man 

of the Rockies'^ 

The western plains and mountains brought forth 
thousands of men noted for their valor, bravery, dar- 
ing, sagacity, woodcraft, f rontiersmanship and skill in 
guiding wagon trains and military expeditions across 
the trackless prairie and barren desert and through 
snow capped mountain fastnesses on the way to the land 
of gold beyond the setting sun, or in trailing and bring- 
ing to bay the savage hordes that sternly fought the ad- 
vances of civilization ; but among those dauntless spirits 
there was one who stood head and shoulders above all 
others as the greatest scout, trapper and guide, the most 
skilled frontiersman, and the quietest, most modest and 
unassuming prairie man in all the west That person 
was James Bridger, Major Bridger, or, as he was more 
commonly and familiarly known, "old Jim Bridger," 
the "grand old man of the Rockies." No history of 
the American western frontier would be complete with- 
out a sketch of the life of this remarkable man. 

Richmond, Virginia, and March 17, 1804, was the 
place and date of birth of this greatest of plainsmen. 
His father and mother were James and Chloe Bridger, 
of whom history records but little. At one time they 
conducted a hotel in Richmond, and it would appear 
that Bridger, senior, was in fairly comfortable circum- 
stances, since he also owned a good sized farm in the 
state of Virginia. Apparently, however, neither the 
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Virginia farm nor the hotel business served to hold him 
in that section of the country, since he removed to St. 
Louis in 1 812. Four years later his wife died and three 
children were left motherless. Bridger's sister then 
came and acted as mother to the children until the au- 
tumn of 1817, when the father died, and James Bridger 
Jr., and his young sister were left orphans, another 
brother having died shortly before. 

Thus at the tender age of thirteen, young Jim Bridg- 
er was forced out into the world to make a living for 
himself and sister, and although it was a rather difficult 
undertaking for one so young, he operated a flatboat 
ferry near St. Louis for a time; but apparently this 
was too strenuous for a boy of his age, for soon he 
became apprenticed to a blacksmith named Phil Cro- 
mer or Creamer, to learn that trade. Here he worked 
steadily until eighteen years of age, when the desire to 
see something of the great West, together with a spirit 
for adventure, induced him to join a band of William 
Ashley's trappers who were starting for the Rocky 
Mountains under the command of Andrew Henry, one 
of the original incorporators of the old Missouri Fur 
Company and later a partner of Ashley. The expedi- 
tion left St Louis in April, 1822. 

The party met with great misfortune on its way 
up the Missouri River. One of their boats, which was 
loaded with merchandise valued at ten thousand dol- 
lars, was upset. To add to the trouble, Indians stole 
several horses belonging to the party while some of the 
trappers were marching up the river after the accident 
to the boat. Thus, it was found necessary to winter at 
the mouth of the Yellowstone River. Here the party 
hunted and trapped until the following spring. 

The summer of 1823 found young Jim Bridger with 




Jim Bridcer, "The Grand Old Man of the 

Rockies" 
Greatest of all plainsmen, scouts, and guides. Born in 
Richmond, Virginia, March 17, 1S04; died near West- 
port, Mo., July 16, iSSi. 



Jim Bridger-^^ Grand Old Man of the Rockies" 209 

a party of Henry's men fighting the Indians in the Yel- 
lowstone country. The fort which Henry had erected 
near the mouth of the Yellowstone, was abandoned 
after twenty-two of his horses had been stolen. The 
entire party then moved over near the mouth of the 
Big Horn River, following it toward its source. It 
was on this expedition that South Pass was discovered 
(1824). Through this pass the Oregon Trail later 
took its course to the Pacific slope. 

Doubtless on the expedition of 1823 Bridger was 
a trapper companion of Hugh Glass, among others. 
The story of Glass's terrific combat with a huge grizzly 
bear is a well known western classic. While en route up 
Grand River, Glass, who was accounted one of the best 
rifle shots in the command, was often detailed to go out 
after game. While forcing his way through a heavy 
thicket one day he stumbled upon a she bear with two 
cubs. Before Glass could make a move to defend him- 
self, the bear sprang upon him, bore him to the ground 
and tore oflF a huge chunk of flesh from his body, which 
she offered to her cubs. The trapper endeavored to 
escape from the animal, but was again pounced upon 
and mauled and mangled in a shocking manner. His 
cries for help were heard by some of his companions 
who hastened to the spot and dispatched the bear as 
she was standing over Glass's supposedly dead body. 
However, the trapper was yet alive, but was so horribly 
torn and disfigured that it was not thought possible that 
he could live. It was further feared that if the entire 
party were delayed to determine whether Glass would 
live or die, they might be attacked by Indians any mo- 
ment. Finally Major Henry offered eighty dollars to 
any two of the men who would remain behind until 
Glass either died or recovered suflSciently to be removed 
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to the nearest trading post. A trapper named Fitzger- 
ald and one other- a much younger man, whom tradi- 
tion says was Jim Bridger- agreed to remain with their 
injured companion. Five days they watched, but Glass 
clung to life with a tenacity that was marvelous. At 
last, seeing no prospects of the immediate death of their 
companion, the two watchers deserted him to his fate, 
even taking his rifle and accoutrements, and leaving 
Glass without means of protection. Overtaking the 
main body of trappers the two men stated that Glass 
had died and they had buried him as well as was possi- 
ble. They showed the rifle in confirmation and the 
story was believed. Glass, however, did not die, but 
gradually recovered his strength, and in a miraculous 
manner contrived to reach Fort Kiowa, a post on the 
Missouri River, a hundred miles away. 

History has not been able to prove that Jim Bridger 
was one of these two wretches who deserted Glass in his 
unfortunate condition; and taking into consideration 
Bridger's well known courage and the fact that he was 
a man to be depended upon in times of great danger, 
it is not at all likely that the story is true. However, 
the facts are given as recorded in various publications, 
and the reader must form his own conclusions. 

There is no proof to dispute the claim that Jim Bridg- 
er was the first white man to see Great Salt Lake. This 
was in 1824. Bridger concluded that he had discovered 
an arm of the Pacific Ocean, inasmuch as the water was 
salty. He so reported to his companions upon his re- 
turn from following Bear River to the lake. 

In 1830 the Rocky Mountain Fur Company was 
formed by Thomas Fitzpatrick, Milton Sublette, Henry 
Fraeb, Jean Baptiste Gervais and Jim Bridger, they 
having bought out the firm of Smith, Jackson and Sub- 
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lette (the latter being William Sublette, a brother of 
Milton) who had come to the conclusion that younger 
men were elbowing their way to the front, and that it 
was a good time to sell out. However, the Rocky 
Mountain Fur Company existed, not legally to be true, 
but four years, and its business was carried on in a rath- 
er haphazard manner. 

During the summer of 1830, Bridger, with a large 
company of trappers, entered the Big Horn Basin. The 
party crossed the Yellowstone and marched to the Great 
Falls of the Missouri. They then turned southward 
and ascended the Missouri to the Three Forks, follow- 
ing the JeflFerson Forks to the divide. Great quantities 
of furs were trapped, after which the party continued 
south several hundred miles, finally reaching Ogden's 
Hole on the northeast shore of Great Salt Lake. On 
this trip it is supposed that Bridger first saw the won- 
ders of Yellowstone Park. His description of what he 
had seen seemed so greatly exaggerated that he was not 
believed. He repeated the grandeurs of that magic 
spot to everyone he met ; but was greatly disgusted be- 
cause nobody would put any faith in his stories regard- 
ing the new wonderland. 

^^•"Prior to i860 Bridger had related these accounts 
to military and scientific men, as well as to others, and 
although he seems to have convinced these gentlemen 
that there was something in his stories, they still attrib- 
uted less to fact than to fancy. 

"In his efforts to spread a knowledge of this region, 
Bridger was as determined as John Colter had been 
before him and with little better success. He tried to 
have his narratives published but no periodical would 
lend itself to his service. The editor of the Kansas 

i2» Chittenden (H. M.) The Yellowstone Park. 
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City Journal stated editorially in 1879 that Bridget had 
told him of these wonders fully thirty years before. 
He had prepared an article in 1856 from Bridger's 
descriptions, in which the latter told about the mud 
springs and other wonders of that part of the country, 
or, to use his own expression, 4t was a place where hell 
bubbled up.' 

"The editor of the Journal was much interested in 
the matter at that time, but did not print it because a 
man who claimed to know Bridger told him he would 
be laughed out of town if he printed 'any of old Jim 
Bridger's lies.' 

"The persistent incredulity of his countrymen and 
their ill concealed ideas of his honesty, to say nothing 
of his mental soundness, were long a cloud upon Bridg- 
er's life, but, more fortunate than Colter, he lived to 
see himself triumphantly vindicated. The editor of the 
Journal later publicly apologized to Bridger, who was 
then living at Westport, Mo. 

"Whether from disgust at this unmerited treatment, 
or because of his love for a good story, Bridger seems 
finally to have resolved that distrust of his word - if it 
must exist- should at least have some justification. He 
was, in fact, noted for drawing a long bow' to an un- 
parallelled tension, and for never permitting trouble- 
some scruples of conscience to interfere with the proper 
embellishment of his yarns. These were generally 
based on fact, and diligent search will discover in them 
the 'soul of truth.' These anecdotes are yet current 
along the Yellowstone, and the tourist who remains 
long in the Park will not fail to hear them. 

"When Bridger found that he could not make his 
hearers believe in the existence of a vast mass of volcan- 
ic glass, now known to all tourists as the interesting 
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'Obsidian Cliff/ he supplied them with another glass 
mountain of a truly original sort Its discovery was the 
result of one of his hunting trips, and it happened in 
this wise: 

"Coming one day in sight of a magnificent elk, he 
took careful aim and fired. To his great amazement the 
elk not only was not wounded, but seemed not to have 
even heard the report of his rifle. Bridger drew consid- 
erably nearer and took more careful aim than before, 
but with the same result A third and fourth shot proved 
similar. Utterly exasperated, he seized his rifle by 
the barrel and resolved to use it as a club. He rushed 
madly at the elk, but suddenly crashed into an immov- 
able vertical wall, which proved to be a mountain of 
perfectly transparent glass, on the further side of which, 
still in peaceful security, the elk quietly grazed ! Strang- 
er still, the mountain was not only of pure glass, but was 
a perfect telescope lens and whereas, the elk seemed 
but a few hundred yards away, it was, in reality, twenty 
miles distant! 

"Another of Bridger's 'discoveries' was an ice cold 
spring near the summit of a lofty mountain, the water 
of which flowed down over a long, smooth slope, where 
it acquired such a velocity that it was boiling hot when 
it reached the bottom! Bridger reasoned that as two 
sticks rubbed together produce heat by friction, so 
the water rubbing over the rock became hot! 

"To those who have visited the west shore of Yellow- 
stone Lake and know how simple a matter it is to catch 
the lake trout and cook them in the boiling pools with- 
out taking them from the line, the groundwork of the 
following description will be obvious enough: Some- 
where along the shore an immense boiling spring dis- 
charged its overflow directly into the lake. The spe- 
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cific gravity of the water is less than that of the lake, 
owing probably to the expansive action of heat, and 
it floats in a stratum three or four feet thick upon the 
cold water underneath. When Bridger was in need of 
fish, it was to this place that he went Through the 
hot upper stratum he let fall his bait to the sub-jacent 
habitable zone, and having hooked his victim, cooked 
it on the way out 1 

"In like manner the visitor to the region of petri- 
factions on Specimen Ridge, in the northeast corner 
of the park, and to various points in the hot springs 
district, will have no diflSculty in discovering the base 
material out of which Bridger contrived the following 
picturesque yarn: 

"According to his account, there existed in the Park 
country a mountain which was once cursed by a great 
medicine man of the Crow nation. Everything upon 
the mountain, at the time of this dire event became in- 
stantly petrified and has remained so ever since! All 
forms of life were standing about in stone, where they 
were suddenly caught by the petrifying influences. 
Sagebrush, grass, prairie fowl, antelope, elk and bears 
may be seen as perfect as in actual life. Even flowers 
are blooming in colors of crystal, and birds soar with 
wings spread in motionless flight, while the air floats 
with music and perfumes siliceous and the sun and the 
moon shine with petrified light! 

"In this way, Bridger avenged himself for the spirit 
of distrust shown for what he related. The time pres- 
ently came, however, when the public learned not only 
how large a measure of truth there was in his stories, 
but also how ingenious a tale he could weave from very 
inadequate material." 

In the early days of the West, people who went over 
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the Oregon Trail continuously commented upon the 
wonderful healthy climate, but insisted that nothing 
would grow in the country along the trail. One day 
driven to exasperation, Bridger, who was with a party 
of unbelievers as to the productivity of the soil along 
the Sweetwater, said as he was arranging his camp near 
the base of Independence Rock which is one mile in 
circumference,-"Grow? Anything will grow here. See 
that ere rock? When I first came to this section I threw 
a pebble across the Sweetwater. Well, that ere rock 
was once my pebble." 

"Two Ocean Pass," the most remarkable pass, it is 
said, in the world, was discovered by Bridger also in 
the '30's. It is eight thousand one hundred and fifty 
feet above sea level, and about a mile in length and the 
same in width. From the north a stream comes from 
the canyon. In the pass this stream divides, the waters 
on one side flowing into the Atlantic by way of Yel- 
lowstone River, while the Pacific is fed from the same 
stream by way of Snake River. Fish from these streams 
pass from one water to the other. Bridger used to tell 
about this river and of the fish passing through it, 
but the story was simply called "one of old Jim's lies," 
and not taken seriously. Years later the truth was dis- 
covered, and this is now one of the greatest curiosities 
of Yellowstone Park. A small lake near the head- 
waters of the Yellowstone River has been named Bridg- 
er Lake in honor of the noted frontiersman. 

Bridger attended the summer rendezvous of the trap- 
pers in Pierre's Hole in 1832. This meeting of the 
mountain men was one of the most important ever held, 
marking as it did a turning point in the Rocky Moun- 
tain fur trade. Much opposition was breaking out, 
and it became evident, at this annual rendezvous that 
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war to the knife was to be the watchword henceforth. 
When the rendezvous finally broke up, Bridget, with 
Thomas Fitzpatrick and a company of boon compan- 
ions hied themselves to the Jefferson Fork of the Mis- 
souri, a favorite trapping ground. Rival trappers led 
by Andrew Drips and Henry Vanderburgh, of the 
American Fur Company, followed on their trail. This 
was evidently done with a view of letting the more ex- 
perienced trappers seek out the richest trapping terri- 
tory and then boldly and brazenly, by underhanded 
methods, break in on the ground and try to beat Bridger 
and Fitzpatrick out of their valuable fur territory. 
Rather than have any words or trouble with their rivals, 
both Bridger and his companion sought other sections; 
but their tormentors promptly followed them. Bridger 
thereupon determined to teach them a lesson, and bold- 
ly invaded the Blackfoot Indian country, hoping that 
Vanderburgh and Drips would follow. The expected 
happened. The rivals were attacked on a stream which 
was one of the sources of the Jefferson, and Vander- 
burgh was killed, the Indians stripping his flesh from 
the bones and throwing the skeleton into the river. 
Bridger himself did not escape unscathed, for soon af- 
ter he was attacked by Indians of the same tribe. In 
the fight which followed, Bridger and the chief met 
in a desperate hand-to-hand encounter, during which 
the trapper received two severe arrow wounds in the 
back, and was also felled to earth by a blow from his 
own gun, which the chief wrenched from his grasp. 
One of these arrow points remained embedded in his 
back for nearly three years, when it was removed by 
Dr. Marcus Whitman, the noted missionary, at that 
time en route to Oregon, and who met the Bridger trap- 
ping party at the rendezvous of 1835. 
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Interesting mention of the extraction of this arrow 
point from the back of Jim Bridger is made by Rev- 
erend Samuel Parker, A.M., a missionary who had re- 
ceived an appointment through the American Board of 
Commissioners for Foreign Missions "to ascertain by 
personal observation the condition and character of the 
Indian nations and tribes and the facilities for intro- 
ducing the gospel and civilizatibn among them." The 
caravan with which Dr. Parker traveled reached the 
Green River rendezvous of the trappers in August, 
1835, where his journal"® records the following: 

In the afternoon we came to the Green River, a branch of 
the Colorado, in latitude forty-two degrees, where the caravan 
held their rendezvous. This is in a widely extended valley, 
which is pleasant. . . The American Fur Company have 
between two and three hundred men constantly in and about 
the mountains, engaged in trading, hunting and trapping. These 
all assemble at rendezvous and bring in their furs, and take 
new supplies, for the coming year, of clothing, ammunition, and 
goods for trade with the Indians. But few of them ever 
return to their country and friends. Most of them are con- 
stantly in debt to the company, and are unwilling to return 
without a fortune; and year after year passes while they are 
hoping for better success. Here were assembled many Indians 
belonging to four different nations; the Utaws, Shoshones, 
Nez Perces and Flatheads, who were waiting for the caravan 
to exchange furs, horses and dressed skins for various articles 
of merchandise. 

While we continued in this place. Doctor Whitman ^'^ was 
called to perform some very important surgical operations. He 
extracted an iron arrow, three inches long, from the back of 
Captain Bridger, which he had received three years before in a 
skirmish with the Blackfoot Indians. It was a difficult opera- 

180 Parker (Samuel) Journal of an Exploring Tour Beyond the Rocky 
Mountains, 

^^^ Dr. Marcus Whitman, treacherously murdered by the Ca3ruse Indians 
while engaged in missionary work in Oregon. Dr. Whitman and his entire 
family were slain November 29, 1847. 
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tion in consequence of the arrow being hooked at the point by 
striking a large bone, and a cartilaginous substance had grown 
around it. The doctor pursued the operation with great self- 
possession and perseverance; and Captain Bridger manifested 
equal firmness. The Indians looked on, while the operation 
was proceeding, with countenances indicating wonder, and when 
they saw the arrow, expressed their astonishment in a manner 
peculiar to themselves. The skill of Doctor Whitman un- 
doubtedly made upon them a favorable impression. He also 
took another arrow from under the shoulder of one of the 
hunters, which had been there two years and a half. After 
these operations, calls for surgical and medical aid were con- 
stant every hour of the day. 

In 1835 Bridger, with Thomas Fitzpatrick and Mil- 
ton Sublette, bought out the post which William Sub- 
lette and Robert Campbell had erected in the autumn 
of 1834 ^^ th^ Laramie. The famous trio, after the 
passing of the Rocky Mountain Fur Company, entered 
the service of the American Fur Company, which had 
heretofore been the detested rival of the former com- 
pany. Bridger was associated with this company for 
about eight years. He also conducted various hunting 
enterprises with a trapper named Vasquez during that 
time. 

The winter of 1836 Bridger passed upon the Yellow- 
stone with a large body of trappers, among them being 
Kit Carson. Early in January of that season, while 
busily engaged with their traps, signs of a large war 
party of the Blackf eet were discovered, and as the pres- 
ence of this enemy would seriously interfere with their 
work, the trappers determined to give the savages bat- 
tle. Forty of the best shots set out to find the Indian 
camp. It was discovered to be upon an island in the 
Yellowstone, where the Indians had intrenched them- 
selves. A fierce battle ensued. When morning came 
it was discovered that the Blackfeet had left. The 
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trappers thereupon returned to their camp, but Bridger 
expressed the opinion that the Indians would return 
with reinforcements to renew the attack. Sentries were 
posted and a sharp watch maintained throughout the 
day, during which time the trappers strengthened their 
fortifications. When the Blackfeet finally appeared it 
was discovered that there were upward of one thousand 
in the band. 

Within sight of the waiting trappers a great war 
dance was indulged in to stimulate the warriors to 
fierce action. While the American Indian is not, as a 
rule, given to making charges against barricaded bodies 
of their foes, on this occasion they did charge with a 
fury which none of the gallant little party of defenders 
had ever before experienced in Indian warfare. They 
were greeted by a galling fire from the deadly rifles of 
the trappers. This proved too much for the red men, 
and they broke and fled out of range. Although the 
fighting continued for two days, there appears to have 
been but little loss on either side, and the Blackfeet 
finally withdrew, Bridger and his brave little band 
were not again molested during that season. 

In the spring of 1837 ^^ Bridger party, while on the 
Upper Yellowstone and in the heart of the Blackfoot 
territory, encountered another war party of their im- 
placable foes. Another fierce battle ensued, in which 
both Bridger and Kit Carson experienced hair- 
breadth escapes. The trappers were the better armed, 
and finally drove their opponents from the field. 

The next few years were spent by Bridger in the em- 
ploy of the American Fur Company trapping through- 
out that section of territory west of the Big Horn Riv- 
er. Numerous thrilling escapes from hostile savages 
were encountered. 
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As a trapper, Bridger's work seems to have ceased 
about 1843, or at the time when the historic Fort 
Bridger was built This point became a noted one 
on the line of overland travel for many years; Bridger 
selecting the spot because it would bring him in much 
revenue from the emigrants. The Mormon Trail also 
was close at hand, and the North and South Platte 
routes met near Fort Bridger, thus making the place 
an important one to all travelers. Here Bridger es- 
tablished a blacksmith shop, supply store and trading 
post, and as most of the emigrants were well supplied 
with money, and were, moreover, generally obliged 
to purchase provisions and supplies about the time Fort 
Bridger was reached, a considerable business was trans- 
acted. Of this post Bridger says, in a letter to Pierre 
Chouteau in December, 1843: (doubtless written by 
someone else, as Bridger never learned to write). 

I have established a small fort, with a blacksmith shop and 
a supply of iron, in the road of the emigrants, on Black Fork 
of Green River, which promises fairly well. They, in com- 
ing out, are generally well supplied with money, but by the time 
they get here, are in want of ail kinds of supplies. Horses, 
provisions, smith-work, etc., bring ready cash from them, and 
should I receive the goods ordered hereby, will do a consider- 
able business that way with them. The same establishment 
trades with the Indians in the neighborhood, who have mostly 
a good number of beaver among them. 

It is quite apparent, however, that Bridger did not 
spend all his time at his fort, but made frequent trap- 
ping expeditions into the mountains, as in the fall of 
1844 he led a trapping party to Milk River, having re- 
ceived reports that beaver were plentiful along that 
stream. His party consisted of thirty picked men. The 
trapping was a failure, and in November the party ar- 
rived at Fort Union, where they spent the winter. 



Jim Bridger-^^ Grand Old Man of the Rockies" 221 

Bridger was well known to Laidlaw, who was in 
charge of the fort at that time, and made his camp 
about a half mile distant from the post. Bridger was 
greatly disappointed over the failure of his trapping 
expedition, but the inmates of the fort were relieved 
at the appearance of his outfit, concluding now that 
with such a formidable party encamped close at hand, 
the danger of an Indian attack was greatly lessened. 
Bridger appears to have regaled th^ fort officials with 
wonderful tales of his prowess. "The main substance 
of Bridger's conversation was his brave men, his fast 
horses and his fights with the Blackfeet, till we were 
induced to believe that . . . there would be no 
danger for us in case of an attack by the Sioux." "^ 

However, for once, Bridger appears to have relaxed 
his vigilance. Shortly before the latter part of Decem- 
ber, Indians stampeded the horse herd belonging to 
the fort. Six animals were stolen and one of the 
herders wounded in the leg. Bridger's party was 
called upon to recapture the stolen animals and punish 
the thieves. The Indians were pursued to the base of a 
high hill, upon which they made a stand. Here they 
taunted their pursuers and dared them to come up and 
fight. Bridger's men, however, concluded that discre- 
tion was the better part of valor, and refused to attack 
the Indians, greatly to the disgust and mortification of 
Bridger, who was unable to account for their coward- 
ice. In vain did he attempt to rally them to the charg- 
ing point Not a man would attempt to scale the hill. 
After jeering the trappers and daring them to come up 
the hill and give battle, the savages leisurely took their 
departure, having killed one hian, and decamping with 
all the stolen stock. So chagrined was Bridger over 

182 Larpcntcur (Charles) Forty Years a Fur Trader on Upper Missouri. 
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the outcome of this affair that he dispersed his men and 
returned alone to the mountains. 

Bridger's fort has well been characterized as a veri- 
table oasis in the desert, and most excellent judgment 
was shown on the part of the founder in establishing 
his headquarters in such a favored spot. Bridger ob- 
tained the land from the Mexican government before it 
became a part of the United States. Here he lived 
(spasmodically, it is true) until 1857, when he leased 
the property to the United States for the sum of six 
hundred dollars per year -which rental, by the way, 
never was paid; and thirty years passed before the gov- 
ernment finally paid Bridger six thousand dollars for 
the improvements he had made to the property -but 
not a cent for the land itself. Indeed, his rights 'were 
totally ignored. 

A description of Fort Bridger is interesting here: 

"'Sunday^ June 17 (1849) -An hour or so before noon 
we came to Fort Bridger, situated on Black's Fork, at the foot 
of the Utah Mountains, which loom up grandly above the 
beautiful fertile valley surrounding this trading post, one of the 
most attractive spots thus far seen. Jogging on in advance of 
the train, by the time the wagons came up I had made an in- 
spection of the fort, besides taking a rest. There are several 
log buildings, surrounded by a high picket fence, and having 
a heavy wooden entrance gate. The owners of the fort are 
Major James Bridger, an old mountaineer, who for the past 
thirty years has been engaged in trading with the Indians 
about the headwaters of the Missouri and Columbia Rivers, 
and Colonel Vasquez, whom we met beyond the South Pass, 
as already related. In company with Mr. Scully I visited 
several of the apartments of the fort, among others the rooms 
occupied by the families of the proprietors, through which we 
were conducted by Mrs. Vasquez, who entertained us in an 
agreeable and hospitable manner, notably, by inviting us to 

133 Johnson (W. G.) Experiences of a '4Qer, 
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'sit upon chairs/ a situation somewhat novel -one to which, 
for some time past, we had been unaccustomed. 

Opening upon a court where the rooms occupied by the 
Bridger family. Mr. Bridger, with a taste differing from that 
of his partner (who has a white wife from the states) made 
his selection from among the ladies of the wilderness - a stolid, 
fleshy, round headed woman, not oppressed with lines of beauty. 
Her hair was intensely black, and straight, and so cut that it 
hung in a thick mass upon her broad shoulders. In a corner 
of Mrs. Bridger's room was a churn filled with buttermilk, 
and dipping from it with a ladle formed from a gourd, Mrs. 
Vasquez filled and refilled our cups, which we drank until 
completely satisfied. 

It chanced that we were enabled to repay the kindness shown 
by this lady without the least sacrifice on our part -a fact to 
be regretted. In the course of conversation, when speaking 
of the comforts of which she was deprived by living so far 
from the haunts of civilization, Mrs. Bridger mentioned the 
loss of a skillet lid, and her inability thus far to replace it. 
It was curious that it should be so, but such was the fact that 
we were the owners of the identical article coveted. Our 
skillet had been fractured and thrown away, but with that 
peculiar inclination which many possess of clinging to articles 
that have become wholly useless, we had treasured that skillet 
lid, and now, in the briefest possible time, even before one 
could say 'Jack Robinson,' it was transferred to Mrs. Bridger's 
kitchen. Fifty skillet lids would not have been worth the smile 
which greeted us when making our presentation speech ; and it 
was plain that it was altogether useless to attempt to get out of 
debt. As we turned to leave, a still further burden was placed 
upon us when we were given a roll of freshly churned butter of 
a rich, golden yellow, and glistening, as it were, with drops of 
dew. 

In a storeroom of the fort was a considerable stock of 
buffalo robes, one of which I purchased for the sum of five 
dollars. It was an exceptionally large, fine robe, with long, 
silky hair, and its equal I have rarely seen. It was, moreover, 
greatly needed, as I had suffered much from exposure when 
sleeping on cold, and often wet ground. Other storerooms 
were nearly bare of goods. In one was a keg of whisky, a 
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jar of tobacco, a box of clay pipes and but little else. I should 
mentfoiiy however, some large pipes made of a red stone called 
'Saint Peter's rock/ said to have been brought from the upper 
Mississippi, and highly esteemed by the Indians. The price 
at which they are sold, too - five dollars - would indicate that 
they are considered valuable, while Mr. Bridger informed me 
that there is a very ready sale for them. They are not even 
bored out, but simply shaped as pipe bowls are, and thus sold. 

A famous character living at Fort Bridger was one 
Judge Carter, the sutler of the fort. He is reputed to 
have been a man of much education, great wealth and 
unbounded hospitality. One other feature of the Judge 
seems to have made a hit with the wayfarer, and that 
was his discriminating taste in the selection of wines 
and cigars. When Bridger and the Judge would get 
together for a congenial glass, the former was wont to 
remark that he "never in all his life and varied fortunes 
saw any bad whiskey. It was all good. True, some 
brands were better than others, but it was all good; 
there never was any bad whiskey." 

But Bridger had his troubles in spite of the excellent 
location of his trading post. The Mormons had a 
grievance against him in 1856, and made threats against 
his life. Confiscating all his stock of merchandise and 
everything else of any value, they destroyed the build- 
ings of the fort by fire, Bridger barely escaping with 
his life. His loss, he alleged, was one hundred thous- 
and dollars. The Utah Expedition under General Al- 
bert Sidney Johnston, was the outcome of this affair, 
Bridger acting as guide to the expedition. Upon ar- 
riving at the spot where the fort had stood, Johnston 
was tendered the use of the site by Bridger, and the 
army wintered there. This was the time, as mentioned 
elsewhere, that the government "purchased" from the 
frontiersman his Mexican grant of the property, but 
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never paid a cent for it, alleging that he did not have a 
clear title to the land. This was but one of the many 
injustices done Jim Bridger. After building up this 
little oasis in the desert, and seeing it made the rendez- 
vous year after year, of trappers, Indians and emigrants, 
and establishing a post that had been of inestimable 
value to the government, it was a serious loss to the 
frontiersman to be thus deprived of his little possessions. 

Bridger's experience with Sir George Gore, the 
wealthy Irish nobleman who came to America in 1854 
for a grand hunt in the Rocky Mountains, is rich in 
the dry humor for which the famous plainsman was 
noted. 

It is not likely that another such caravan as Sir 
George's ever invaded the Rockies before or since. "His 
retinue consisted of forty men, supplied with one hun- 
dred and twelve horses, twelve yoke of oxen, fourteen 
dogs, six wagons and twenty-one carts.""* 

Sir George arrived at St. Louis, where he outfitted 
and proceeded across the plains to Fort Laramie. Here 
the caravan halted and spent the winter. Sir George 
appears to have been a very democratic sort of person, 
notwithstanding his English title. He had heard of the 
value of Bridger as a guide, and succeeded in inducing 
him to accompany his party in that capacity. During 
the winter at Fort Laramie, Sir George devoted a good 
share of his time in studying the wild, motley crowd 
with which he was associated, and became deeply inter- 
ested in the noted hunters, trappers and Indian chiefs 
who made the fort their headquarters and rendezvous. 

With the coming of spring. Sir George's caravan, 
with Bridger in the van, started for the headwaters of 
the Powder River; thence, turning up the Yellowstone 

i«* Montana Historical Society Collections^ vol. i, p. Z28. 



226 The Bozeman Trail 

to the mouth of Tongue River. Greatly delighted with 
the beauty of the scenery and the wild, free life he was 
leading, Sir George here erected a fort, where he and 
a goodly number of his outfit spent the winter of 1855. 
Sir George found in Bridger a most agreeable and 
desirable companion, and Bridger himself was equally 
impressed with the Irish nobleman. It is related that 
Sir George would tarry in bed until about ten o'clock, 
then arise, take a bath and go on a hunt, sometimes 
staying out as late as ten o'clock at night, but would 
always insist upon having supper served and Bridger 
seated with him. After the meal. Sir George would 
read aloud to his guide from Shakespeare, and en- 
deavor to draw out his ideas of the author. 

Bridger did not seem impressed with Falstaflf, de- 
claring it "wuz too hifalutin' fer him," and that "that 
'ere Fullstuflf wuz too fond of lager beer." To the 
tales of Baron Munchausen he only shook his head, 
remarking: "I'll be doggoned ef I kin swaller anything 
that 'ere baron sez; derned ef I don't believe he's a 
liarl" He further commented on them by remarking 
that "some of his own adventures among the Blackfeet 
would read jist as wonderful ef writ down in a book." 

One evening Sir George entertained Bridger by read- 
ing to him Sir Walter Scott's account of the battle of 
Waterloo, and asked him if he did not regard that as 
the most sanguinary battle he had ever heard of; to 
which Bridger replied: 

"Wal, now, Mister Gore, that thar must hev been 
considerabul of a skrimmage, doggone my skin ef it 
musn't. Them 'ere Britishers must hev fit better than 
they did down to New Horleens whar ol' Hick'ry gin 
'em the forkedest sort o' chain lightnin' that perhaps 
you never did see in all yer born days," and upon Sir 
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George expressing a little incredulity in regard to the 
estimation Bridget placed upon the battle, the latter 
added : 

"You kin jest go yer pile on it, Mister Gore, you kin 
ez shore ez yer born." 

In the spring of 1855 the Gore party left the fort 
on the Tongue and ascended the river, meeting with a 
large party of Crow Indians, where several days were 
pleasantly spent in their village. Later, the party re- 
turned to the mouth of the Tongue, where Sir George 
had a couple of flatboats built, and he, with sufficient 
men to handle the boats, floated down the Yellowstone 
to Fort Union, first sending his wagons and other par- 
aphernalia to Fort Union overland with the rest of his 
command. It is not likely that Bridger accompanied 
Sir George, as he was back at Fort Bridger in 1856 
when his troubles with the Mormons occurred. 

When Sir George arrived at Fort Union he con- 
cluded to continue down the Missouri River by boat, 
and made an agreement with the commander of the 
fort for the construction of the boats, but when they 
were completed a wordy war ensued regarding the 
terms of the deal. The commander, Major Culbertson, 
had agreed to take Sir George's wagons and outfit, but 
they could arrive at no decision, which so aroused the 
wrath of Sir George that he piled all his stock in a 
huge heap in front of the fort and burned it, even going 
so far as to guard the fires until the property was all 
destroyed and then raking the ashes over to recover the 
iron work and tires of the wagons, which he threw into 
the Missouri, determined that nobody at the fort should 
enrich themselves a penny at his expense. He then 
either sold or gave away to vagabond hangers-on among 
the Indians his cattle and horses, and he and his party 
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continued on down the river in the same two flatboats 
in which they had arrived at the fort 

At Fort Berthold the party wintered with an Indian 
chief. Here Sir George became a great favorite, but 
such a slaughter did he and his men make among the 
buffalo herds during the winter of 1855-56 that the at- 
tention of the United States government was drawn 
thereto, and steps were taken to prevent any further 
annihilation by the Gore party. Sir George returned 
to civilization and St. Louis by steamboat in the spring 
of 1857. 

During the Indian campaign of 1865, Bridger guided 
General Connor's column from Fort Laramie to 
Tongue River, where he took part in an Indian fight. 
Of this expedition Captain H. E. Palmer, of the Elev- 
enth Kansas Cavalry, says, in a daily diary he kept 
throughout the campaign: 

When our advance reached the top of the ridge dividing 
the waters of the Powder River from those of the Tongue, I 
was riding in the extreme advance in company with Major 
Bridger. As we reached the top of the hill, we halted our 
steeds while I raised my field glasses to my eyes and took in the 
grandest view I have ever seen. I could see the north end of 
the Big Horn range, and away beyond, the faint outline of the 
mountains beyond the Yellowstone. Immediately before us 
lay the valley of Peneau Creek, now called Prairie Dog Creek ; 
and beyond, the Little Goose, Big Goose and Tongue River 
valleys and many other tributary streams. The morning was 
clear and bright, with not a breath of air stirring. The old 
major, sitting upon his horse, with his eyes shaded by his hands, 
had been telling me for an hour or more about his Indian 
life -his forty years on the plains; telling me how to tell In- 
dian trails and distinguish the tracks of the different tribes; 
how every spear of grass, every tree and shrub and stone was a 
compass to the experienced trapper and hunter - a subject that 
I discussed with him nearly every day. 

As I lowered my glass from examining the panorama be- 
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fore me, the major said: *Do you see those 'ere columns of 
smoke over yonder?' I replied: 'Where, Major?' to which 
he answered, *Over by that 'ere saddle,' (meaning a depres- 
sion in the hills not unlike the shape of a saddle) indicating 
a point nearly fifty miles away. I again raised my glasses and 
took a long and earnest look, but for the life of me could not 
make out any columns of smoke, even with a strong field-glass. 
The major was looking without any artificial help. As soon 
as the general and his staff arrived I called his attention to 
Major Bridger's discovery. The general raised his field-glasses 
and scanned the horizon closely. After a long look, he re- 
marked that there were no columns of smoke to be seen. Major 
Bridger quietly mounted his horse and rode on. I asked the 
general to look again, as the major was very confident he could 
see columns of smoke, which, of course, indicated an Indian 
village. The general made, another examination and again 
asserted that there were no columns of smoke. However, to 
satisfy curiosity, and to give our guides no chance to claim they 
had shown us an Indian village and we would not attack it, he 
suggested to Captain Frank North, who was riding with his 
staff, that he go with seven of his Pawnee scouts in the direc- 
tion indicated, to reconnoiter, and report to us at Peneau Creek 
or Tongue River, down which we were to march. I galloped 
on and overtook the major, and as I came up to him overheard 
him remark: 'These damn paper collar soldiers telling him 
there were no columns of smoke!' The old man was very in- 
dignant at our doubting his ability to outsee us, even with the 
aid of field-glasses. Just after sunset on August 27th, two of 
North's Pawnee scouts came into camp with the information 
that Captain North had discovered an Indian village! It was 
this village which Connor captured next day, the fight being 
known as the battle of Tongue River. 

When Colonel Henry B. Carrington's expedition left 
Fort Kearney, Nebraska, May 19, 1866, en route to the 
Powder River and Big Horn country to establish the 
forts which the government had determined to build, 
later known as Forts Phil Kearney, and C. F. Smith, 
and the strengthening of Fort Reno, irrespective of 
the wishes and warnings of Red Cloud and other lead- 
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ing Sioux chiefs, Jim Bridger was the man selected to 
act as chief guide to the expedition, because of his great 
knowledge of the country into which the command was 
going, and also because of his intimate acquaintance 
with all Indian wiles and subtlety. 

En route, the party entered a deep gorge of the Platte 
River, where some of the members of the expedition 
desired to go ahead and examine the canyon. Bridger 
was consulted as to the safety of the plan, and remarked : 
"Better not go too fur. Thar's Injuns enough lyin' 
under wolf-skins er skulkin' on them cliffs, I'm a-tellin' 
ye. They feller ye alius. TheyVe seen ye ev*ry day, 
an* take it frum me -when ye don't see any of 'em that's 
jest the time to watch out fer their devilment." The 
next morning it was learned that but nine miles distant, 
Indians had swooped down on the ranch of a man 
named Mills and had run off his stock. Bridger then 
stated that there was no doubt but that the marauders 
were members of Red Cloud's band, who had already 
begun to put into execution the threats of the great 
Sioux leader; and Bridger further declared that in 
giving presents to the Indians at the Laramie peace 
council in June, they had simply made gifts to positive 
enemies; also that the expedition "was advancing di- 
rectly in the face of hostilities." 

The Laramie peace conference of June, 1866, was an 
important one, and it had been hoped by the govern- 
ment that no objections would be made by the Sioux 
to opening the proposed wagon road into Montana, and 
erecting necessary forts to maintain soldiers in that part 
of the country. At this council Jim Bridger was an 
attentive spectator, and Colonel Carrington thus des- 
cribes him in Absaraka, Land of Massacre: 

In front of them all, and to the left of the table, sitting 
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on a low seat, with elbows on his knees and chin buried in his 
hands, sat the noted James Bridger, whose forty-four years 
upon the frontier had made him as keen and suspicious of In- 
dians as any Indian could be of another. The old man, al- 
ready somewhat bowed with age, after long residence among 
the Crows as a friend and favorite chief, and having incurred 
the bitter hatred of the Cheyennes and Sioux alike, knew full 
well that his scalp would be the proudest trophy they could 
bear to their solemn feasts; and there he sat or crouched, as 
watchful as though old times had come again, and he was once 
more to mingle in the fight, or renew the ordeal of his many 
hair breadth escapes and spirited adventures. . • To us he 
was invariably straightforward, truthful and reliable. His 
sagacity, knowledge of woodcraft and knowledge of the Indian 
was wonderful, and his heart was warm and his feelings tender 
whenever he was confided in or made a friend. . . He can- 
not read, but enjoys being read to. He was charmed with 
Shakespeare, but doubted the Bible story of Samson tying 
foxes by the tails and, with firebrands, burning the wheat of 
the Philistines. 

After Carrington's expedition had reached the spot 
on which it was determined to erect the post known 
later as Fort Phil Kearney, and had begun the work of 
cutting and hauling logs from the pinery, six or seven 
miles distant, Bridger was ever on the alert and watch- 
ful. "He would walk about," says Carrington, "con- 
stantly scanning the opposite hills that commanded a 
good view of the fort, as if he suspected Indians of 
having scouts behind every sage clump or fallen cotton- 
wood." 

That Jim Bridger was a great comfort to the few 
women and children who were at Fort Phil Kearney 
with their husbands and fathers during those trying 
months of almost daily warfare and Indian savagery, 
is plainly evident from the mention made of the famous 
scout in Mrs. Carrington's Army Life on the Plains. 
She says : 
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There was one faithful, honest and simple minded white 
man at the post, the colonel's confidential guide at all times, 
who seemed instinctively to know the invisible as well as the 
visible operations of the Indians - good old Jim Bridger. His 
devotion to the ladies and children, and his willingness to cheer 
them as best he could, were as prized as were his quaint tales 
of experience among the Crow Indians. I learned afterward 
from the colonel that the department commander, Philip St. 
George Cooke, living at Omaha, even at the time of our great- 
est peril, ordered the discharge of Bridger because of the ex- 
pense, and on the back of the order was endorsed by the col- 
onel : 'Impossible of execution,' and Bridger was retained. 

From 1862 until 1869 or 1870 Bridger remained on 
the plains in the capacity of guide and scout for various 
government expeditions sent against hostile Indians, 
and in locating the most feasible routes between the 
different military posts already, or about to be estab- 
lished in the Indian country. After the government, 
in 1868, had abandoned the forts along the Bozeman 
Trail, which Colonel Carrington had built and main- 
tained through most trying times, Bridger was trans- 
ferred from these posts to Fort Laramie, where he was 
a familiar figure for many years. 

Honorable John Hunton, an old-time resident of 
Fort Laramie, yet living there, in his eighty-fifth year, 
has given to the authors of this work much information 
about Jim Bridger, as the two were very intimately 
acquainted. In his correspondence he says : 

I became acquainted with Jim Bridger about the middle of 
October, 1868, when he was transferred to Fort Laramie, hav- 
ing been given a lay off to recuperate his enfeebled condition. 
Seth E. Ward was the post sutler here at that time, and Colonel 
W. G. Bullock was his general manager. I was one of six 
employes. Three of us employes, John Boyd, Hopkins Clark, 
and myself, occupied the bunkroom in the sutler store building, 
and Bridger was given a bunk in the same room. Here he re- 
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mained, occupying the room with us most of the time, until 
about the middle of April, 1868. He made two or three trips 
to Cheyenne and Fort D. A. Russell during the time he was 
here, but I do not think he was absent at any time to exceed ten 
days. He seemed to prefer to be around here, and to be alone, 
or, with some one or two persons who did not annoy him by 
constant questioning. Sometimes he seemed to like to talk, and 
always made a good listener when the subject of conversation 
interested or pleased him. When it did not, he always curled 
his upper lip with a sneer and left the audience. He told me 
many times he did not like to sacrifice his feelings, intelligence 
or personal pleasure Vhen it was such an easy matter to walk 
away from a damn fool talking.' I have more than once seen him 
walk away from a group of army officers in the officers* dub 
room (where he was always a welcome guest) because some 
officer would comment on something or somebody when Bridger 
would think the comment was made in ignorance or malice. 
From an educational standpoint he was ignorant, not knowing 
how to either read or write. 

He told me he was born in Virginia, and that his parents 
removed to Carondalet, Mo., when he was about four years of 
age. He said his mother's name before marriage was Tyler, 
of the President Tyler family; that he left home and came to 
the Rocky Mountains when a boy; that he first went up the 
Missouri River to the mountains, and then back to where In- 
dependence now is, and then west again to the mountains. He 
said he was first at Fort Laramie 'in his teens,' but did not know 
or remember the exact year; that he spent the winter that old 
man Laramie was killed, 'down at the fort' and 'around here,' 
and was one of the party who went out to search for Laramie 
'when he did not come back in the spring as he said he would ;' 
that the party went up the Laramie valley searching it and all 
its tributaries; that they found an unfinished cottonwood log 
cabin on the north side of the river below the mouth 6i Sabille 
Creek, and one broken beaver trap near it, but 'no Laramie.' 
He said that he learned some two years later from the Arapahoe 
Indians that some of the tribe had killed Laramie and put his 
body under the ice in a beaver dam ; that he believed he had 
traveled more over the Rocky Mountain region than any other 
white man except one, whose name I do not remember, but it 
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was not Kit Carson. He had great respect for Carson and 
some of the other prominent mountaineers, but for others — 
General Fremont among them - the utmost contempt. He had 
many traducers among the would be great trappers, guides and 
scouts, but none who ever thought it prudent to court a personal 
verification of their accusations or insinuations. His home ivas 
near Independence, Mo. He had an Indian family, and one of 
his sons lived in Cheyenne in '68 or *69. 

He was sent by the government from here to Fort Fetter- 
man in the spring of 1868 to conduct the large number of 
freight trains then being used for the transportation of the sup- 
plies from the abandoned posts of Phil Kearney, C. F. Smith 
and Reno from that place through the mountains to Medicine 
Bow station and Fort Fred Steele on the Platte. After that 
job he quit the government service. I saw him in Cheyenne 
about the latter part of August, 1868, for the last time, and 
then for only a few minutes. He was at that time in rather 
feeble health. 

Previous to his death in Denver in the summer of 
1917, A. J. Shotwell, who was also a personal friend 
of Jim Bridger, gave, in correspondence to the authors 
of this work, much valuable and interesting information 
about the famous mountaineer and plainsman. Mr. 
Shotwell became acquainted with Bridger under some- 
what peculiar circumstances. He had long been an 
ardent admirer of the frontiersman. In 1865 Shotwell 
was a member of the Eleventh Ohio Cavalry, and was 
stationed at Fort Laramie. There he became a part of 
General Connor's expedition through the Sioux coun- 
try almost as far north as the Yellowstone. Jim Bridg- 
er was the chief guide on this occasion, and Shotwell 
had hopes of becoming acquainted with him some time 
while the expedition was out, but during all that time so 
prone was Bridger to hold himself aloof that there were 
but few chances for anyone to have any conversation 
with him. 
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"We were out on this expedition two months," writes 
Mr. Shotwell, "traveling during that time nearly eight 
hundred miles, and every night Jim Bridger made his 
camp alone beside our own, so as to be near the scout 
who was attached to our mess. He would cook his 
frugal meal, and as soon as darkness approached, wrap 
himself in his blanket for the night. But with the 
first peep of day he was astir, and after a hasty cup of 
coffee and some jerked meat, he would saddle up, and 
after calling on General Connor, quietly ride away 
again, and we would see no more of him until evening, 
when he would ride into camp, and after a short con- 
ference with the general, find his accustomed place for 
the night again. And so each day was a repetition of 
the day before. 

"By the last of August we had arrived in the Big 
Horn mountain country, and one evening were making 
camp. The wagon train of ninety wagons had just 
formed their circular corral, and the various messes 
had started camp fires, when one of the scouts came in, 
reporting a large Indian camp, which he judged to be 
forty miles distant Soon Bridger was all animation, 
and after a hasty consultation, two hundred and fifty 
men, having good mounts, were in the saddle, and with 
General Connor at the head, set off on a night's ride 
to reach the band of warriors before break of day. I 
was one of this party, and will never forget. how we 
rode through the silent watches of the night, with 
naught to light our way except the brilliant stars in a 
cloudless sky, and how that long column of silent men 
wound through rocky defiles and over stretches of 
grassy plains until the way seemed interminable, but 
all confident in our guide. When the first rays of light 
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heralded the coming of day, we suddenly halted, and 
there, right before us, lay tfie object of our search. 

'^In less time than it takes to tell it, the column of 
mounted men had formed a crescent and were charging 
pell-mell into, we knew not what. If ever a band of 
Indians were taken by surprise, it was there and then- 
and all the credit was due to the quiet man who had 
conducted us safely to our goal. During all that en- 
gagement Bridger seemed to be always in the right 
place at the opportune time." 

Soon after the return to Fort Laramie, ShotwelPs 
command received news that the Eleventh Ohio would 
be relieved by troops of the regular army, and would 
soon all be home again in the east. Shotwell continues 
his correspondence as follows : 

On the morning or our starting, what was my surprise to 
find Jim Bridger a passenger in the same mail ambulance that 
would carry us over the first stage of our journey to Julesburg, 
one hundred and eighty miles distant, where we expected to 
secure passage to the Missouri River on the Overland stage 
coach. We had put our belongings in the mail wagon, when 
Bridger came up, and throwing a bundle aboard asked, 'Where 
are you boys going?' When told 'through to the river,' he 
frowned for a moment and then said, 'So am I, and if we travel 
together I guess it's best to be sociable.' And here came an- 
other surprise. The man who in all the previous years was so 
unapproachable, soon became one of the most companionable 
men I have ever met, and most entertainingly related incidents 
in a life rich in experience. 

Our journey to Julesburg consumed two days and a night, 
and was fraught with much discomfort, owing to our crowded 
quarters among the mail sacks and other baggage loaded inside 
to the limited space of an army ambulance. At Julesburg we 
were told that no passage could be had on the Overland east- 
bound stage short of ten days, as all space was engaged that far 
ahead. This information was discomforting, but relief ap- 
peared in the shape of a train of twenty-five wagons returning 
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empty from Denver, bound for the Missouri River, via Fort 
Kearney, Nebraska. 

We quickly made terms with the wagon master to carry us 
to Fort Kearney, two hundred miles on our way, from which 
place three different stage lines ran to as many points 00 the 
river. We were assigned to a wagon having a large, deep body, 
with double canvas cover ; and buying a lot of hay, we cushioned 
die floor of our wagon to the depth of about six inches, piled in 
our blankets and other belongings, and got aboard -and for 
eight days traveled in perfect comfort. 

That was indeed a memorable journey. There were many 
roadhouses along the Overland Trail at that time, and know- 
ing it was the custom of freighters to camp near such places, we 
depended on securing meals at these houses, sleeping in our 
wagon at night. Our plan of travel met with a surprise the 
first night out - a surprise most agreeable, however. Our 
wagon train had halted for the night about a hundred yards 
from one of these caravansaries, and we and our little party 
had no sooner alighted and were stretching our limbs, than we 
observed a man approaching from the house, and as he drew 
near he exclaimed : 'Of all men - whom have we here but old 
Jim Bridger!' After further exclamations and handshakings, 
he continued by saying : 'Come right in, Jim ; the place is yours 
as long as you care to stay.' Bridger replied: 'Here arc two 
soldier boys traveling with me -I stay with them.' But the 
man said : 'It's all the same ; Bridger and his friends included.' 
So we all walked in, and soon were seated to a most bountiful 
meal of the best the place afforded, and places to sleep were 
provided, and a good breakfast followed, with a lunch for the 
noon hour, when we took leave - and not a penny to pay ! 

Stories of frontier life filled that night until the wee small 
hours. The experience of this first night was repeated every 
night of our eight days' journey from Julesburg to Fort Kear- 
ney. Nothing could more vividly show the esteem in which 
Jim Bridger was held by frontiersmen of that time. 

But before proceeding further, allow me to give you an 
idea of the personal appearance of this remarkable man. More 
than fifty years have passed since the incidents here related were 
imparted to me. Bridger was at that time fifty-six years of 
age, well preserved for a man who had passed through many 
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trials and hardships. While I myself am now well advanced 
in years, I still retain in memory, I believe, a very correct pic- 
ture of Bridger at the time of which I speak. Of well pro- 
portioned form of slender mold, about six feet high -prob- 
ably a little less, possibly a trifle more, straight as an Indian and 
quick in movement, but not nervous or excitable; in weight, 
probably one hundred and sixty pounds, with an eye as pierc- 
ing as the eye of an eagle, that seemed to flash fire when nar- 
rating an experience that had called out his reserve power. 
There was nothing in his costume or deportment to indicate 
the heroic spirit that dwelt within - simply a plain, unassuming 
man, but made of heroic stuff, every inch I 

What would I not give if I could at this time recall all that 
was imparted to us during those eight days of travel in our 
snug quarters in the wagon train, for it was here that he un- 
folded, day by day, the story of his life of forty-four years in 
the great, almost unknown. West. He related to us that as a 
young man he spent his winters in trapping and his summers in 
exploration. These excursions made him familiar with a vast 
region, then comparatively unknown. On these trips he chose 
to go alone, with no companion save his faithful horse, his 
trusty rifle and a small hatchet forged from the best of steel. 
He was always provided with an ample supply of powder and 
bullets -the former carried in water-proof packages. On one 
of these excursions he headed north into the British possessions, 
and with the North Star for a guide continued on his way 
down the valley of the McKenzie River to the Arctic Ocean. 
Here, at the very threshold of the Arctic night, he could go no 
further, and so, turning back, he made his way to his starting 
point, which he reached after an absence of eighteen months, 
during which time he had not looked into the face of a white 
man or tasted bread. In time he found himself on the trail 
over which the had traveled when a boy, and selecting a place 
in the mountains not far distant from Salt Lake, he settled 
down and became a trader with the Indians in the country 
round about. 

Business prospered from the start, so Bridger related to us. 
Soon his little trading place was doing a thriving barter. The 
furs obtained from the Indians were dispatched on pack animals 
to St. Joe, Mo., and goods suitable for exchange were brought 
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back in return. Fremont thus found Bridger on his way to 
California, and spent a few days with his party, resting here, 
before entering on the journey across the barren land west of 
Great Salt Lake. Brigham Young and his party were guests 
in 1847. I cannot recall the date, but Bridger was finally 
taken with a longing to see the old home, and having an extra 
large accumulation of pelts, concluded to take charge of them 
himself. The most valuable part of the cargo was five thousand 
beaver skins, which he expected to sell for four dollars each. 
What was his surprise and gratification, upon arriving at St. 
Joe, to find beaver skins in great demand at seven dollars per 
pelt. He easily disposed of his beaver at that figure, taking 
thirty-five thousand dollars. This was augmented five thousand 
dollars by the proceeds from other pelts in his possession, aside 
from beaver skins, thus putting into his hands, forty thousand 
dollars - a princely sum of money at that time for a young man 
bom, at most, in the wilderness. Bridger was pleased with the 
quiet life in the east, and having abundant ready money, bought 
a large tract of land, married, and, as he supposed, settled down 
to the quiet life of a farmer. But the call of die wild was not 
to be hushed, and in a few years he was back among his prev- 
ious familiar scenes, returning at times to visit his family, but 
not remaining long. 

While at Fort Laramie this story was told me of Bridger: 
For many years before the Union Pacific Railroad penetrated 
the country. Fort Laramie was the terminus of transit travel, 
and visitors of this kind were not plentiful, as means of travel 
were limited to the mail wagon that made weekly trips to Jules- 
burg, one hundred and eighty miles distant. Globe trotters 
and ambitious young newspaper correspondents made up the 
larger part of visitors. The latter were the bane of Bridger's 
life. He was naturally reserved, and his interviewers of this 
class were persistent. One youngster made himself particular- 
ly obnoxious to the old man, and finally, with a grim sense of 
humor, the old scout proceeded to romance with his inquisitor. 
In answer to the question whether any important changes had 
occurred in the country since he had known it, owing to earth- 
quakes or other natural phenomena, old Jim pointed out Lara- 
mie Peak, and gravely remarked that where the mountain then 
stood was a yawning chasm when he first knew the locality. 
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And in reply to questions regarding petrifications, Bridger 
further stated that he had visited a place where there was a 
petrified mountain on which stood forests of petrified trees, 
and in their branches were petrified birds, while petrified songs 
projected from their throats. All of this was duly 'swallowed' 
and taken down by the knight of the pencil. 

Another laughable incident was related to me by Bridger 
himself. Soon after he was employed as of&cial guide by the 
government, he was sent with an exploring party into the Big 
Horn Mountains. There was quite a party of wagons, pack 
animals and a squad of cavalry, all under the command of a 
young officer fresh f rwn West Point. All went well until the 
expedition reached the Big Horn River, swollen at the time 
from melting snows. When Bridger suggested the plan for 
crossing the turbulent stream, he was curtly told that he was 
only employed as guide. With this, the fresh young West 
Pointer ordered two of the mounted men to ride in and fasten 
a line to the opposite shore. The horses lost their footing in the 
swift current and one of the men was drowned. Then, in 
humiliation, the West Point youth appealed to Bridger, and 
implored him to take the crossing in hand. This Bridger 
agreed to do, but admonished the youngster to retire to his 
tent and remain there until called for. To describe in detail 
the provisions made for crossing the stream, while interesting, 
would prove a long story. First, a crude boat was constructed 
of poles and willows. This was covered with some heavy can- 
vas, and made waterproof by a liberal application of pitch, pre- 
pared from gum gathered from the spruce and pine trees. The 
men then stripped, and on horseback, succeeded in crossing with 
a line, and with this, dragged the cable ashore, which was made 
fast to a large tree. All hands then stretched the cable, and 
made it fast on the side where the party awaited with the boat 
secured to the cable by a slip-noose, and all were safely carried 
across the river, the young officer being last of all. 

And here comes the laughable part of the story: The first 
thing the youngster did on being restored to his command was 
to call on the chaplain to assemble the expedition and return 
thanks to Providence for the safe crossing. Here Bridger's 
eyes sparkled as he told how that chaplain fell on his knees, and 
in a loud voice thanked the Lord God of Hosts for bringing 
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the troops over in safety. 'And darn his sanctimonious skin/ 
old Jim concluded to me in recounting the story, *he never 
mentioned Bridger once, and I felt as if I had had something 
to do with that plan myself.' 

On parting with Bridger at Fort. Kearney we reluctantly 
had to refuse his invitation to accompany him home. And 
now, after the lapse of over fifty years, I often think of passages 
in Bridger's life as related on that memorable journey; and 
when I listen to these modern day scouts who have explored 
the Rocky Mountains in Pullman cars, and range them beside 
such a man as Jim Bridger, they appear as mice in the com* 
pany of a lion. 

That Bridger impressed everyone with whom he 
came in contact by his quiet deportment and utter lack 
of everything smacking of display or braggadocio, is 
further evidenced in a letter to Shotwell from an old 
friend close to ninety years of age, now living in the far 
northwest Shotwell does not divulge the name of this 
friend, but gives the authors the following extract from 
the letter regarding Bridger: 

He was the one man of the time that I never heard any- 
thing but good spoken of. I knew scores of hunters, scouts 
and trappers of great and less repute, none of whom were 
worthy to sit at the same table with Jim Bridger. To me, the 
simplicity, gentleness, kindliness and absolute truthfulness of 
his character marked him as a man above the common. And 
while, as an Indian trader, he doubtless availed himself of his 
knowledge, chances and opportunities, yet, there wasn't an In- 
dian on the Overland Trail that doubted Bridger's word. . . 
My first few weeks at Fort Laramie seemed like a dream, so 
strange was all around me, and you may be sure I took note of 
all about me. Indians in their blankets of gaudy colors; 
hunters and trappers in their buckskin suits, with beaded shirts 
and decorated headgear, were all of intense interest to me. . • 
But there was another figure that soon claimed my attention - 
a tall, well built man in plain civilian garb, with nothing in his 
makeup to mark him apart from men as they appeared back east. 
A man who quietly went his way and seemed foreign to all 
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about him, but I noticed that the oiEcers at the post, as well as 
all scouts and hunters, paid him marked deference. So much 
did this come under my notice that in time my curiosity prompt- 
ed me to ask who was this strange, quiet man, and imagine my 
surprise on being told that this was Jim Bridger, the greatest 
of scouts in his time - a man who, to use a trite saying, knew 
the Rocky Mountain country like a book; a man invaluable to 
the government; a man consulted on all important military 
movements - in fact, an oracle in all that pertained to the vast 
country surrounding. This was my first insight into Bridger. 

An army man whose duties brought him much in 
personal contact with Bridger was Captain Lee Hum- 
freville, an old cavalry officer, who, in 1899, wrote a 
book entitled Twenty Years Among Our Hostile In- 
dians. In his mention of Bridger he says: 

James Bridger, or, as he was familiarly spoken of in that 
country, 'old Jim Bridger,' was the most efficient guide, moun- 
taineer, plainsman, trapper and Indian fighter that ever lived 
in the far West. He knew more of that country and all things 
within its borders than anyone who has ever lived. He could, 
with the aid of a stick, scratch on the ground a map of the 
whole western country that was more correct than those made 
at that time by skilled topographical engineers with all their 
scientific instruments. I have seen Bridger look at a printed 
map and point out its defects at sight. His experience in that 
country was not confined to a few tribes of Indians, but to all. 
He was a marvelous trailer - unquestionably the most expert 
that ever lived. Even when old and with dimmed eyesight, he 
could run a trail, when mounted, as fast as his horse could 
carry him. He noticed every feature of the country, especially 
its configuration, and possessing as he did, a retentive memory, 
he could invariably recall all landmarks with unerring accuracy, 
even though he had not seen them for years. 

He was much respected by army officers and by the authori- 
ties at Washington, as well as by all whites with whom he came 
in contact. The Indians also learned to fear and respect him. 
Whenever an important military expedition was planned, Bridg- 
er's services were secured whenever possible. 
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Bridger was an old man when I last saw him -about 
seventy-six years of age, and a great sufferer from goiter, 
brought on by long use of snow water. He was also badly 
ruptured, and I could scarcely understand how he rode a horse 
at all. Yet, with all his bodily infirmities, he was cheerful and 
ready to do valiant service at any time. The government ap- 
preciated his services so much that he frequently received twen- 
ty-five dollars per day, with rations, horse, arms and quarters, 
while in its service. It was Bridger who first brought Kit 
Carson to the notice of General John C. Fremont. I have 
seen Carson take his orders from Bridger as a soldier does from 
his commanding ofHcer. 

Bridger was much sought after by emigrants crossing the 
plains, for his reputation as a guide and Indian fighter was well 
known. The pilgrims annoyed him with all sorts of questions, 
which often compelled the old man to beat a retreat ; yet he had 
a streak of humor, and gave them a ghost story now and then. 
He could reel off story after story with astonishing spontaneity. 
He told these stories with a solemn gravity that was intensely 
amusing. I know that I am largely indebted to Bridger for 
often keeping my spirits up when they were at a low ebb. I 
always knew something good was coming when he began to tell 
a story, but never dared to smile until the climax was reached, 
for that would have spoiled it all. 

On a visit to Washington he was introduced to the Presi- 
dent. After staring at him in amazement for a few minutes, 
Bridger turned to the member of Congress who had introduced 
him and remarked : 'Looks jest like any other man, don't he ?' 

While his trading post at Fort Bridger flourished, he was 
supposed to have a considerable sum of money in his possession. 
Some desperadoes broke into his room one night for the pur- 
pose of robbing him. Bridger, awakening from his sleep, de- 
manded, *What air you lookin' fer?' One of the desperadoes 
replied, *We are lookin' for your money.' Bridger observed, 
'Jest wait a minnit an' I'll git up an' help you.' The robbers 
did not wait. 

I occupied the same quarters with him one whole winter, 
where I had ample opportunity to study his character and learn 
his peculiar ways and manner of living. He never did any- 
thing until he felt so inclined. For instance: If he grew 
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sleepy in the afternoon, say by three, four or five o'clock, iie 
went to bed, and when he awoke, say in four, five or six hours, 
he would arise, make a fire, roast meat, eat it and 'sing Injun,' 
to use his own term, the rest of the night. If he had a tin pan 
he would beat on the bottom, making a noise like an Indian 
tom-tom. He never ate until he was hungry, and as he lived 
largely on meats, he was thin and spare, though strong and 
wiry. His manner of living during the winter did not coin- 
cide with my habits or ideas, by any means, so I tried to enter- 
tain him afternoons and keep him awake until nine or ten 
o'clock in the evening. My first effort was in reading to him. 
A copy of 'Hiawatha' was found among the troops, which I 
read to him as long as he permitted it. He would sit bent over, 
his long legs crossed, his gaunt hands and arms clasping his 
knees, and listen to the reading attentively, until a passage 
was reached in which Longfellow portrayed an Indian, when 
Bridger, after a period of uneasy wriggling on his seat, arose 
very wrathy, swearing that the whole story was a lie, that he 
would listen to no more of it, and that 'no sich Injun ever 
lived.' This happened over and over again. After awhile I 
quieted him and began reading again, but after a short time he 
was sure to stop me, swearing that he would not listen any 
longer to such an infernal lie. 

During that winter, Bridger's suit of buckskin clothing 
(and it was all he had) became infested with vermin, and in 
despair he at length asked me how he could get rid of them. 
I told him if he would take off his buckskin jacket and breeches 
and wrap himself in a buffalo robe, I would undertake to rid 
his clothes of the pests. He thereupon took his clothing off 
and turned it inside out. After spreading the garments on the 
ground, I poured a ridge of gunpowder down the seams of the 
suit, and touched it off. It burned the vermin, and it also 
burned the buckskin clothing badly. On the seams of the 
leggings I had sprinkled so much powder that it burned the 
garments to charred leather. They were drawn up short at 
the seams, and after being turned, each leg curled up until it 
looked like a half-moon. Bridger looked at me for a moment in 
great disgust, and then with a big oath said : 'I am a-goin' to 
kill you for that.' I was afraid he would make his threat good, 
for he was certainly very indignant. I laughed at him, and 
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taking hold of the leggings I stretched them into the best shape 
possible, but the leather was burned to brittleness and broke 
at the slightest touch. Bridger did not forgive me for this for 
two or three days, during which time he was compelled to go 
about in a buffalo robe until another buckskin suit could be 
procured. 

An ii^d^ce of Bridger's courage happened under my own 
observation. While scouting in the South Park he was our 
guide. We also had with us some Arapahoe Indians and a 
white man who had an Arapahoe wife. After a sharp en- 
gagement with a war party of Indians who greatly outnum- 
bered us, we were compelled to withdraw to the hillside. As 
soon as the Indians saw our position, a number of warriors dis- 
mounted and hid themselves in the bushes and tall grasses. 
From this concealment they began firing upon us. I did not 
consider it advisable for the time being to separate the command 
and send a party to charge into the ambush. Bridger all this 
time was growing restless, and at last challenged one of the 
Arapahoe allies to go into the copse with him and attack the 
Indians hand-to-hand. The Arapahoe refused, and Bridger 
abused him soundly by means of the sign language. The In- 
dian at last grasped Bridger by the hand and the two started. 
It was not long before I heard the report of a six-shooter, and 
in a few minutes Bridger returned, holding in his hand the 
scalp of a warrior, covered with warm blood. He had found 
an Indian in the brush, and before the latter had time to move 
had killed him. The Arapahoe not returning, I was satisfied 
that his earthly career was ended, or that a worse fate was in 
store for him. I determined to burn the tall, dry grass, and 
ordered the white man who had the Indian wife to send one 
of the Arapahoe Indians to set it on fire. They all refused, 
until Bridger ridiculed them so unmercifully that the whole 
party accompanied him, and the grass was fired. It burned 
rapidly, and it was not long until the fierce flames disclosed 
a great many Indians hidden in the underbrush. When the 
command opened fire upon them they ran in every direction, 
but soon returned with their mounted warriors, ready to resume 
the fight. Bridger insisted that under no circumstances must 
we leave our present position, as there were at least two or 
three Indians to one of us. In a short time they made an at- 
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tack, but we had the advantage of high ground and could antic- 
ipate their every movement. Bridger picked off the first In- 
dian who got within range of his deadly rifle, and the best 
shots among the troopers also used their Spencer carbines with 
effect. The Indians were thus prevented from getting near us, 
and after a few hours of this kind of fighting they withdrew. 

On no occasion would Bridger trust an Indian. He main- 
tained that a rattlesnake was of some good, but that an Indian 
was good for nothing. He prided himself on the fact that any 
thing an Indian could do, he could out-do the Indian. While 
Bridger had ample caution, he also had the courage of a lion. 

One of the best stories related about Bridger, which 
well illustrates the wonderful knowledge he possessed 
of the Rocky Mountains, is told in connection with the 
building of the Union Pacific Railroad. It appears 
that the engineers running the survey were in consulta- 
tion at Denver as to the most feasible point to build the 
line across the Rockies. The consultation became a 
wrangle, and no tangible agreement could be arrived at. 

Finally somebody suggested to them that Jim Bridg- 
er knew more about the Rocky Mountains than any 
other living man, and could easily tell them the best 
point to run the line. It was thereupon decided to 
consult the famous mountaineer. Bridger happened 
to be in St. Louis at the time on some business matter. 
Communication was at once opened with him, although 
the real object under discussion was withheld from 
him, but he was urged to start for Denver immediately, 
as his advice was needed on some very important mat- 
ters. A railway pass was forwarded, and about two 
weeks later in walked the grizzled frontiersman. 

Then the engineers started to talk. They told old 
Jim what they wanted, and as the plans were laid out 
before him and the query propounded as to where he 
considered the best point to run the line across the 
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mountains, a look of supreme disgust began to show 
itself on his face. Finally he exclaimed impatiently, 

"Gimme a sheet o' paper." 

A large sheet of clean Manila was laid before him 
on the table. Reaching into the stove for a dead coal, 
the old man remarked, as he started to make some lines : 

"I could hev told you fellers jest whar' to run yer 
line without even leavin' St. Louis, an' saved ye the 
expense of bringin' me way out yere," 

An outline of the Rockies was quickly traced on the 
sheet, showing mountain peaks in profusion. Pointing 
to a particular one, Bridger remarked: 

"Right thar is whar' you fellers kin run yer line to 
git across the Rockies, an' nowhar' else -not unless you 
want to do a hull lot more diggin' an' blastin' than you 
care to tackle." 

The engineers were amazed at the old man's confi- 
dent assertion, but when they came to run their line 
across the range, the road crossed the Rockies in the 
exact spot Bridger had pointed out to them. It is 
stated that the crude map he made is yet preserved by 
the railroad corporation. 

F. G. Burnett of Fort Washakie, Wyomingj is also 
among those yet living (1920) who knew Jim Bridger 
intimately. He writes the authors : 

Jim Bridger was a remarkable old man and had a wonder- 
ful memory. He seemed never to forget a trail that he had 
ever traveled, or the distance between streams or watering 
places, whether good water or bad, and also whether there 
was wood, and if there was good feed for the stock. So we 
always knew what sort of a camp the one ahead would be, 
and what kind of country we would have to travel over in 
order to reach it. His eyesight was failing when I knew him, 
so that he could not shoot very good, and he would always 
swear at us if we got a shot at an Indian and missed him, 
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remarking that he never missed one when he was our age. He 
was devoid of fear and rarely talked of his exploits, and his- 
tory has lost many a thrilling adventure by his indifiFerence to 
publicity. He was a great friend of Chief Washakie of the 
Shoshones. They were about the same age, and had many 
hair raising experiences together. If he was cornered and asked 
to talk, he would tell the most outlandish yams and then 
chuckle to himself and wonder if his questioner had gotten what 
he wanted. 

For his first wife, Bridger married the daughter of a 
Flathead chief. The date of this marriage is not given, 
but the wife died in 1846. There were two children by 
this union -Felix and Josephine, and both were educat- 
ed in St. Louis. Felix served throughout the Civil 
War in the Second Missouri Artillery, and was on the 
plains with Custer, fighting the Indians in Texas and 
the Indian Territory. This son died in 1876 on his 
father's farm near Little Santa Fe, Missouri. 

Bridger married for his second wife a Ute woman. 
She died July 4, 1849, ^t the birth of her child. The 
little one was named Virginia, and Bridger is said to 
have brought her up on buffalo's milk. She married 
a man named Waschman, after receiving an education 
in the convent at St. Louis, where she attended school 
with her half-sister, Josephine. 

Bridger married again in 1850 a woman of the Snake 
Tribe, and soon after that bought a small farm near 
Little Santa Fe, Missouri, removing thence, with his 
family, from Fort Bridger the same year. There were 
two children by this marriage- Mary, born in 1853, 
and William, in 1857. The wife died in 1858. Bridg- 
er was out on one of his numerous trapping trips at the 
time of her death, but soon after he returned to his farm, 
where he remained until 1862, when the government 
again sent for him to guide troops across the plains. 
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For eight years he was thus employed, but about 1870 
his health began to decline, and in 1871 he moved back 
to his farm again. 

Of the last years of his life, his daughter, Mrs. 
Waschman, says : 

In 1873 father's health began to fail him, and his eyes 
were very bad, so that he could not see well, and the only way 
he could distinguish a person was by the sound of their voice. 
In 1874 l^is eyesight was leaving him very fast, and this wor- 
ried him much. At such times he would get very nervous, and 
wanted to be on the go all the time. I had to watch him and 
lead him around to please him. 

Finally I got him a gentle old horse so he could ride around 
and have some way of passing the time. We had a dog that 
always accompanied him. While father could not see very 
well, the faithful old horse would guide him along as he rode 
around the farm. Sometimes the horse would go wrong, and 
they would get lost in the woods. Then the dog would come 
home and begin to bark, and then we knew something was the 
matter. The dog would whine around until I would go out 
and find father and lead him back home. Occasionally he 
would take the dog, and, cane in hand, would go out to the 
wheat field to see how the crop was growing. Father would 
there get down on his hands and knees and feel for the wheat, 
and that was the way he passed the time. 

He wished so much that he could regain his eyesight so he 
could again see the mountains and go back to them. He would 
long so much to see his old companions, and have a chat with 
them of the old times away back in the fifties. Again, he would 
have a great desire to see some of his old friends connected with 
the army, and would say: *I would give anything in the world 
if I could see some of them and have a talk of the olden times, 
but I know I will not be able to see any of my old-time moun- 
tain friends any more, as I know that my time is near. I feel 
that my health is failing me fast, and that I am not the same 
as I used to be.' 

At the time of his death, Bridger was living in a 
long, two-story building. Later, the people in the 
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neighborhood called it the "haunted house," and would 
not go near the place. 

Colonel E. B. C. Judson, who years ago, used to write 
blood-and-thunder dime novels of the west, under the 
non de plume of "Ned Buntline," hunted Bridger up 
in the latter days of his life to get material for a series 
of western novels, with Bridger as the chief figure. 
Judson was given facts enough about the great plains- 
man to keep him busy writing for years. Bridger and 
Colonel Judson became fast friends, and the noted 
story-writer accompanied him on one of his last trips 
to the mountains. Soon after this, the series of Jim 
Bridger stories were started. They appeared once a 
week in a popular publication, and Bridger's compan- 
ions used to save them up and read them to him. It 
was this same Judson who, some years later, made Buf- 
falo Bill a popular western "hero" in much the same 
manner. 

General Grenville M. Dodge, under whom Bridger 
scouted and trailed, was one of the greatest admirers 
of the veteran plainsman, and pays tribute to him in 
the following language : 

Unquestionably Bridger's claims to remembrance rest upon 
the extraordinary part he bore in the explorations of the West. 
As a guide he was without an equal, and this is the testimony 
of everyone who ever employed him. He was a born topograph- 
er; the whole West was mapped out in his mind, and such was 
his instinctive sense of locality and direction, that it used to be 
said of him that he could smell his way where he could not see 
it. He was a complete master of the plains and of woodcraft, 
equal to any emergency, and full of resources to overcome any 
obstacle. In fact, in all my experience, I never saw Bridger, 
or any other of the voyagers of the plains and mountains, meet 
any obstacle which they could not overcome. 

While Bridger was not an educated man, still, any country 
that he had ever seen, he could fully and intelligently describe, 
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and he could make a very correct map of any country he had 
ever traveled over; could mark out its streams and mountains 
and the obstacles in it correctly, so that there was no trouble in 
following and understanding it. He never claimed knowledge 
that he did not have of the country or its history or surround- 
ings, and he was positive in his statements in relation to it. 
He was a good judge of human nature. His comments upon 
people that he had met and been with were intelligent and sel- 
dom critical. He always spoke of their good points, and he 
was universally respected by the mountain men, and looked 
upon as a leader also by the Indians. He was careful to never 
give his word without fulfilling it. He understood thoroughly 
the Indian character, their peculiarities and superstitions. He 
felt very keenly the loss of any confidence in him or his judg- 
ment, especially when acting as a guide, and when he struck a 
country or trail that he was not familiar with, he would frankly 
say so, but would often say that he could take our party up to 
the point we wanted to reach. As a guide, I do not think he 
had his equal on the plains. 

Bridger was seventy-seven years of age when he died. 
He was buried on the Stubbins Watts farm, a mile 
north of Dallas, not far south of Westport, Missouri. 
Two of his sons, Felix and William, were buried beside 
him. 

It was not until 1902 that General Dodge learned 
for the first time where the celebrated plainsman was 
buried, and that his grave was neglected and almost 
forgotten. He immediately became interested, and 
through the efforts of himself and other admirers of 
Bridger, the Mount Washington Cemetery Company, 
of Kansas City, donated a prominent and beautiful 
burial site, and the remains of the noted guide were 
removed to it. On December 11, 1904, an imposing 
monument was unveiled by Bridger's great-grand- 
daughter, Marie Louise Lightle. It bears the follow- 
ing inscription: 
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1804 -JAMES BRIDGER-1881 

Celebrated as a Hunter, Trapper, Fur Trader and Guide. 
Discovered Great Salt Lake, 1824; the South Pass 1827; 
Visited Yellowstone Lake and Ge3^rs 1830. Founded Fort 
Bridger 1843. Opened Overland route by Bridger's Pass to 
Great Salt Lake. Was Guide for Exploring Expeditions, Al- 
bert Sidney Johnson's Army in 1857 ^uid G. M. Dodge in U.P. 
Surveys and Indian Campaigns 1865-66. This monument is 
Erected as a Tribute to His Pioneer Work by Major-Gcncral 
G. M. Dodge. 

Jim Bridger was a true type of the man necessary as 
a trail-blazer to the great unexplored regions of the 
mighty west. He had many imitators, but no peers. 
He was the uncrowned king of all the Rocky Mountain 
scouts, guides, trailers, trappers, and plainsmen between 
1830 and 1870. 



Afterword 

After the Hayfield fight of August ist, and the 
Wagon Box fight of August 2, 1867, the Indian de- 
manded from our government better equipment for 
fighting, in response to which request, the Indian De- 
partment distributed to them modern guns with which 
to defend themselves and to hunt, for the white men 
had driven the game off the favorite hunting grounds 
in the Powder River country, sending it into the moun- 
tains, where the bow and arrow were not effective 
enough to furnish meat for the tribes. Our government 
found justification in meeting these demands of the 
Indians for modern rifles, on the ground that, though 
not yet restricted to their roaming they were neverthe- 
less being confined on a reservation, and were expected 
to furnish themselves with meat by means of the hunt. 
The cross-purposes of our government are here again 
displayed, in that the War Department furnished guns 
to the whites with which to fight the red men, while the 
Indian Department equipped the Indians with modern 
rifles which they successfully used to drive back the 
soldiers and emigrants! 

The coming of the Union Pacific Railroad through 
Wyoming"^ in 1867-68 drove the red men out of the 
country traversed by the Overland Stage Route and 
the Oregon Trail, thus leaving the northern part of the 
Bozeman Road, which was not crossed by the new rail- 
road, a point of special attack. 

186 Wyoming Territory was organized in May, 1869. 



254 ^^^ Bozeman Trail 

A Peace Conference held at Fort Laramie in the fall 
of 1867, brought forth no desired results, a few friendly 
Crows joining in the council, but Red Cloud, defiant 
as ever, refused to be present, sending by messenger a 
statement as to what was his aim for the continued wars 
against the white man- to save the valley of the Powder 
River country, "the only hunting ground left to his 
nation." In April, 1868, Red Cloud agreed to confer 
with a Commission for Peace, meeting again at Fort 
Laramie, though he did not appear before the same 
until November of that year, with the understanding 
that his former protests should be recognized -non-in- 
vasion of the cherished hunting grounds east of the 
Big Horn Mountains. It took over six months to have 
this treaty signed by representatives of our government 
and Red Cloud and his warriors, the first signing taking 
place April 29, 1868, Red Cloud not afiixing his 
signature until the sixth of November. On March 2d 
of that year, the President of the United States ordered 
the abandonment of the three forts on the Bozeman 
Trail, the order not being carried out until summer for 
lack of transportation facilities."® When Forts Reno, 
Phil Kearney, and C. F. Smith were thus abandoned 
and the troops withdrawn. Red Cloud had accom- 
plished his object; his protests and his wars had yielded 
their specific purpose! On account of this action on 
the part of our government, many years had to pass 
before the Powder River country and the land along 

^^^ August z8y z868, has been stated by some authorities as the date of 
abandonment. A letter addressed to the authors bearing date of July 30, 
1919, from the United States War Department states: ''With the informa- 
tion that the records show that Fort Phil Kearney, C. P. Smith, and Reno, 
were abandoned in August, z868, the exact date of the month not shown 
but prior to the 7th of that month.- (Signed) P. C. Harris, The Adjutant 
General." 
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the northern part of the Bozeman Trail became safe for 
travel and settlement."^ 

To illustrate the distrust that the Indians had for the 
word of our government that the hated forts should not 
again be used, is shown by the action taken upon the 
abandonment of the fortifications, for our soldiers were 
not yet out of sight of Fort Phil Kearney before the 
watching Indians raided it and set fire to the buildings, 
Old Little Wolf applying the torch. 

With the surrender of the three forts to the ravages 
of the Indian, freighting on the trail ceased for a num- 

^^^LeesoD (M. A.) History of Montana, p. 199: United States Mili- 
tary Posts. The buildings at Port C. P. Smith (to guard the Bozeman and 
Jacobs' route of 1863-1864) and of Port Phil Kearney and Reno, in z866-i867» 
afforded proof positive that the government was determined to check all 
hostilities, whether directed by Indians or white men, and to guarantee to 
the travelers or immigrants a safe road to the country beyond the mountains. 
The policy was effectual in a great measure, and if not discontinued would 
undoubtedly have had the effect of bringing peace into the territory. The 
treaty with the Indians, negotiated in z868, provided for the evacuation of 
the three forts mentioned. No sooner was the f uth of the government ob- 
served than the Sioux took possession of the buildings, gave them up to fire, 
and claimed sole dominion over the country and new settlers, irrespective of 
treaty stipulations. To remedy this false step, the War Department author- 
ized the construction of defenses and barracks in addition to the posts^ which 
were not evacuated^ and to this order is due the reestablishment of forts 
throughout the territory. 

McClure, Three Thousand Miles Through the Rocky Mountains (1867). 
The proposed surrender of the Bozeman or Powder River route as an Indian 
reservation would be a stupendous folly; worse -it would be crime. Those 
who have advised its abandonment either want a war of extermination or 
know nothing of the value of the route. Those who say it is not needed 
have studied the west to little purpose, or belong to the white vampires of 
the plains. It is the natural route to Montana, and the only practicable 
route overland. By it Montana is reached without crossing the Rocky range ; 
the overland routes south of the mountains must be crossed twice. It 
traverses the eastern base of the mountains, has fine streams and pasturage, 
and is the only route that has these priceless advantages. . . The mere 
abandonment of the forts and route by the national authorities would be of 
little consequence ; but the effect to surrender it to the Indians by treaty and 
exclude the whites from it, as has been proposed, would be a foolish attempt 
on the part of the government to do an impossible thing. 
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ber of years ; the emigrants sought a more safe though 
longer route to Montana. The dangers along the road 
in the late sixties and early seventies were infinitely 
greater than the days when the soldier guarded the road 
to the gold-fields. When the soldiers left the forts the 
Indians were in full and exultant control of their treas- 
ured possessions. The coming of the Union Pacific 
Railroad now made it possible to transfer freight over 
the iron trail which ran north of Bridger's Pass in 1868 
and was completed in the following year. With 
the event of the railway the Powder River country and 
the Bozeman Trail were absolutely abandoned by the 
white man for a long time."* 

That the abandonment of the Bozeman Trail was a 
disastrous policy is shown from the following quota- 
tion made by General Sherman, dated September 26, 
1868: 

The motives of the Peace Commissioners were humane, but 
there was an error of judgment in making peace with the In- 
dians last fall. They should have been punished and made to 
give up the plunder captured, which they now hold; and after 
properly submitting to the military and disgorging their plunder, 
they should have been turned over to the civil agents. This 
error has given more victims to savage ferocity. The present 



1^8 John Hunton, living at Fort Laramie most of the time since 1867 ^ 
a letter bearing date August 6, 1920, states: "After Reno, Phil Kearney, and 
C. P. Smith were abandoned in the summer of 1868 there was absolutely 
no travel over the Bozeman Trail between the North Platte and Big Horn 
Rivers until the Crook expeditions in 1876, by freighters or any other white 
men, except possibly one or two small mining expeditions going to or from 
the Black Hills into Montana." Furthermore, from z868 to 1876, no traffic 
whatsoever was carried on north of the Platte. By the terms of the z868 
treaty, no white man was allowed to enter the territory north of this river. 
It is true, the Indians were allowed to meander at will to the south of the 
North Platte, stealing the white man's cattle and milch cows, but the arm of 
the law reached out to the white man if he dared attempt to rescue the 
stolen stock by crossing the river into the country north of the Platte. If 
the white man intruded into the Indian's country, he was arrested by soldiers 
from Fort Fetterman and placed in jail awaiting trial. 
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system of dealing with the Indians, I think, is an error. There 
are too many fingers in the pie, too many ends to be subserved, 
and too much money to be made ; and it is to the interest of the 
nation and of humanity, to put an end to this inhuman farce. 
The Peace Commission, the Indian Department^ the military 
and the Indian make a balky team. The public treasury is de- 
pleted and innocent people plundered in this quadrangular ar- 
rangement, in which the treasury, and the unarmed settlers are 
the greatest suflEerers. 

Article XVI of the 1868 treaty contains much that 
was the cause, by not observing same, either by our 
government or by Red Cloud's warriors, of the sacrifice 
of additional hundreds of lives, the loss of thousands 
of cattle and engendered hate and distrust of our gov- 
ernment: 

The United States hereby agrees and stipulates that the 
country north of the North Platte River and east of the summits 
of the Big Horn Mountains, shall be held and conceded to be 
unceded Indian territory, and also stipulates and agrees that no 
white person or persons shall be permitted to settle upon or 
occupy any portion of the same ; or without the consent of the 
Indians, first had and obtained, to pass through the same; and 
it is further agreed by the United States, that within ninety 
days after the conclusion of peace with all the bands of the 
Sioux nation, the military posts now established in the territory, 
in this article named, shall be abandoned, and that the road 
leading to them, and by them to the settlements of the Terri- 
tory of Montana, shall be closed. 

The passing of the years did not bring the desired 
peace, for both signatory parties to the treaty violated 
their trust. The rigid enforcement of the regulations 
in regard to reservation life, which in time (a long 
time) was put into force and effect, accomplished what 
treaties did not seem to be able to perfect. 

The treaty of April 29, 1868, gave to the Indians 
the "Great Sioux Reservation," embracing approxi- 
mately twenty-two million acres of land within the ter- 
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ritory embraced in the lands west of the Missouri River, 
and between the forty-third and forty-sixth parallels 
and east of the one hundred and fourth meridian. Not 
only were these almost countless acres given to the Sioux 
within definite boundaries, but the Indian was granted 
the right to hunt and travel in unceded territory north 
of the North Platte and on the Republican Fork of the 
Smoky Hill River. This hunting and roaming was to 
continue as long as the buffalo in sufficient numbers 
lived on the prairies to supply the Indians with meat 
and robes. That there were at this time seemingly an 
unlimited number of the buffalo for the hunt is wit- 
nessed by the fact that in the summer of 1868 General 
Sherman and his command rode for three days through 
one continuous band of buffalo. When the Indians of 
the Sioux nation were thus given the right to hunt and 
travel over the alloted territory, they believed, by the 
granting of these rights, that they were the sole posses- 
sors of that country and acted accordingly. They were 
firm in their conviction that for the white man to go 
over this territory was an act of invasion. 

The provisions of the treaty which prohibited the 
whites from settling on the Indian's land without his 
consent was constantly violated. The seekers of gold 
and home were the most flagrant violators of this pro- 
vision. To mention the invasion of the red man's ter- 
ritory by individuals and officers in 1874 in the Black 
Hills country where gold had been discovered is to 
explain Custer's last battle. During that year General 
George A. Custer was sent on an extended scouting 
expedition into the Black Hills from where he reported 
that there were great riches to be found in gold mining. 
The report created a stampede into the new gold camp 
against which Red Cloud, in 1875, n^ade an angry pro- 
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test. Depredations as a result of this "invasion" be- 
came so numerous that the government decided that the 
roaming Indian should no longer have that liberty, but 
must be confined within reservations. Sitting Bull and 
Crazy Horse, leading chiefs, refused to leave their 
ancient hunting grounds and be confined within re- 
stricted districts. To force the Indians on the selected 
reservations, to drive them back to make room for the 
advancing white man with his family caused the tragedy 
of June 25, 1876, when General Custer, fighting against 
the Sioux, made his last stand. In this battle, as in that 
of December 21, 1866, "there were no survivors." 

The old Bozeman Trail is marked at irregular in- 
tervals from the North Platte River to the northern 
boundary of Wyoming, the last stone being placed just 
northwest of Parkman. One substantial monument, 
erected by our governnient, marks the trail on Massacre 
Hill overlooking the battle field of December 26, 1866, 
the unveiling ceremonies occurring July 3, 1908, Col- 
onel Carrington delivering one of the addresses. The 
monument is made of native boulders, with a large 
bronze shield bearing the following inscription : 

ON THIS FIELD ON THE TWENTY-FIRST DAY OF 

DECEMBER, 1866 

THREE COMMISSIONED OFFICERS AND 

SEVENTY-SIX PRIVATES 

OF THE EIGHTEENTH U.S. INFANTRY AND OF THE 

SECOND U. S. CAVALRY, AND TWO ♦ CIVILIANS 

UNDER THE COMMAND OF CAPTAIN BREVET 

LIEUTENANT COLONEL WILLIAM J. FETTERMAN 

WERE KILLED BY AN OVERWHELMING 

FORCE OF SIOUX UNDER THE COMMAND OF 

RED CLOUD 
THERE WERE NO SURVIVORS 



♦ The tablet gives four, but is in error in so doing. 
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The remaining markers, all of rough, unpolished 
granite, have been placed since 1913 under the supervi- 
sion of the Wyoming-Oregon Trail Commission. Most 
of these stones along the old trail bear the simple in- 
scription, "The Bozeman Trail," a number of them 
being located where the State Highway automobile 
road crosses the trail. Somewhat more substantial are 
the two stones that mark the sites of Fort Phil Kearney 
and the Wagon Box fight 

Along the Bozeman Trail there have been built no 
cities of considerable size east of Livingston, Mon- 
tana ; "® the country has been and is occupied by stock- 
men, ranchmen and the farmer, the lands once of fierce 
combats being largely turned over to the peaceful pos- 
session of cattle and used for grazing and agricultural 
purposes. No north and south railroad in Wyoming 
has penetrated this land of the buffalo, deer, and ante- 
lope, the home and hunting ground of the peaceful 
Crows and the warring Sioux."® The site of Fort Reno, 
on the Powder River remains today much in the same 
condition as it was in the sixties -an open, unpeopled 
territory, the stock enjoying the sun-cured grass as did 
the buffalo, hunted by their enemies, the Indians. The 
battle ground of Fort Phil Kearney is today a produc- 
tive alfalfa field, where the hum of the reaper has 
supplanted the war cry of Red Cloud's thousands of 
warriors. Fort C. F. Smith is in the heart of the Crow 
reservation, rich in its productiveness. 

In Wyoming, the town of Buffalo, on Clear Creek, was, 
in 1879, the first to be established along the Bozeman 
Trail north of the North Platte. In 1881 the town of 

139 Just east of Bozeman Pass, on the west side of the Yellowstone River. 

^^ The Chicago, Burlington and Quincy and the Northern Pacific Railroads, 
in Montana, cross the old Bozeman Trail in Carbon County, west of the Crow 
Indian Reservation. 
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Big Horn had its beginning, to be followed in the next 
year by the town of Dayton, exactly in the old trail. 
Just north of Dayton has been built the railroad station 
of Parkman, a few miles south of the Montana bound- 
ary line. The Crow Indian Reservation (Montana) 
contains the old trail to the Big Horn River and west 
to a point between Pryor's and Clark's Forks of the 
Yellowstone. Along this part of the road there are, of 
course, no towns -just homes of the Crow Indians. 
"The Crow Indian has been allowed to retain but a 
small portion of the hard fought for region; but his 
cultivated fields, his farm machinery, his top buggies, 
his automobiles, and, not least indicative, his baby go- 
carts, seen throughout the reservation, are evidence that 
education is telling, and that the next generation will 
be a new race." Elsewhere, though not on or near the 
hated trail to the land of gold, the Sioux Indians have 
learned some of the ways of making nature respond to 
toil, and have on their reservation been educated and 
trained in useful and profitable occupations.^*^ 

Of the fertility and productivity of the lands em- 
braced in the country along the Bozeman Trail, from 
the Powder River to where the once isolated Fort C. F. 
Smith was doing its part in protecting the frontiersman 
in his endeavor to push civilization a few more miles 
farther to the west, we find excellent expression from 
the pen of one who has lived on or near the old road 
for the past third of a century."^ "For the past thirty- 
five years I have been almost within sight of the Boze- 
man Trail. I conclude, from observation covering this 
long period, and from my travel over Wyoming and 
other northwestern states, that those who saw the coun- 



141 Two hundred trained Sioux soldiers were in the ranks of the American 
Expeditionary Force in France during the World War of 1917-1918. 
^^^£. L. Dana, Parkman, Wyoming. 
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try as ^trail blazers' in the sixties must have been strong- 
ly impressed with the grandeur in earth and sky of that 
country lying along the Big Horn Mountains from 
Massacre Hill to Fort C. F. Smith. The soil through 
this area is a sandy loam that yields bountifully to the 
plow, and is of such fertility that abundant crops of hay, 
grain, and vegetables are raised wherever nature is 
properly assisted. Much of the land is, and more may 
be, irrigated from the numerous mountain streams, and, 
as in the northwest, it would seem that nature was not 
asking too much of man when she furnished everything 
and required of him the pleasant task of applying the 
water to the land. 

"At a point about three and one-half miles northwest 
of Parkman the trail enters Montana from Wyoming, 
and from that point to Fort C. F. Smith, I judge it to be 
about forty-five miles. Through all this distance and 
reaching for miles on either side, there is no barren 
land, and little, if any, waste land. Most of it is sus- 
ceptible to home building." 

The Crows have, after years of conflict and combat 
with both the white man and the red man, regained 
possession of their coveted land on which their ancestors 
roamed, and over which their warriors hunted, through 
which other tribes wandered and lived, and for which 
our soldiers bravely and uncomplainingly paid the 
supreme sacrifice. The present condition of that sec- 
tion of land in Wyoming through which the Bozeman 
Road passed, duplicates itself in Montana. South of 
the Yellowstone River no cities of great importance 
have come into existence. There are but a few towns 
along the trail from Fort C. F. Smith to the city of Liv- 
ingston. Bozeman and Livingston are the most im- 
portant of cities along the trail from the North Platte 
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to Virginia City. Among other small towns along the 
trail in the region of the Yellowstone are Prior, Bridg- 
er (on a cut-off), Eager, Boyd, Fishtale, Absarokee, 
Springdale, and Hot Springs. "An interesting feature 
by way of contrast is the fact that the Montana Agri- 
cultural College is located at Bozeman, and the peace- 
ful pursuits of agriculture are now being taught on the 
very ground over which the red men raced and whooped 
in bloody foray, even in comparatively recent times." "' 

In the valley of the Yellowstone are prosperous 
farms and ranches. Stock raising, farming, dairying, 
flour milling, and manufacturing are the chief gainful 
occupations. The most productive crops being alfalfa, 
oats, flax, barley, corn, and wheat. 

In place of the wrathful Indian with his guerilla 
warfare, fighting fiercely and savagely for what he hon- 
estly believed was his rightful inheritence, are now to 
be found peace and prosperity, the heritage of children 
born of the pioneer who fought for occupancy in the 
lands along the Bozeman Trail. In the neighborhood 
of the end of the trail, in the Beaver Head country 
where once tens of thousands of hectic prospectors 
rubbed shoulders with the outlaw, the murderer and 
the peaceful and honest homeseeker, where law and or- 
der were daily challenged, may be seen schools and 
homes; horses, sheep, and cattle in the forest reserves; 
orchards of apples and small fruits; fields of alfalfa, 
clover, timothy, wheat, oats, barley, rye, and root crops. 
Virginia City, with a new world at her feet in the six- 
ties, her wide open camp with its frame buildings, 
saloons, gambling dens, and dance halls, now numbers 
her law abiding population only by the hundreds, a city 

i*» Wheeler (O. D.) The Trail of Lewis and Clark, vol ii, p. 333. 
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with a fascinating past, with memories, and of histori- 
cal significance. 

Our national expansion has been a western move- 
ment, one that was the most romantic and most epochal 
in all of our written history. Change is the immutable 
law of progress. Men and women of energy, courage, 
and determination are the ones who have sought in the 
broad expanse of the west a refuge from social stagna- 
tion felt in the localities from which they have migrat- 
ed. The freedom of the plains, the low death rate, of 
the territory surrounded by the pure, invigorating air 
of the mountain regions, the free lands west of the Mis- 
souri contributed to the cause of territorial expansion. 
**It has been a social movement of conquest, colonization 
and expansion, owing its birth to that passion of ac- 
quisition and possession of large tracts of virgin soil 
on which were no inhabitants, through which were no 
roads, and over which there was a limited government." 
It is a wonderful history of pioneer struggles, of priva- 
tions, of hardships, conflicts with Indians, of long and 
dangerous journeys to unknown parts of our country, 
the subduing of mountains and streams, the making of 
trails over trackless prairies and through treacherous 
passes. Yet all of this was not in vain, for these hard- 
ships, dangers, and tribulations gave backbone, cour- 
age, hope, sinew, and mental power to our frontiers- 
men -to our nation builders. 

It is the frontiersman with the pioneer spirit that 
builds a nation and founds commonwealths within that 
nation. This class of men and women have been our 
nation builders. 
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Aarons, Private Henry £.: I, 321 

"Absaraka"': I, 263 

Absaraka Indians: see Crow Indians 

Absarokee: II, 265 

Ackerman, Private Frederick: I, 321 

Adams and Sybil: I, Z04, also foot- 
note 

Adobe Buildings: I, 72, i04) foot- 
notef II, 122; at Fort C. F. Smith, 
II, 135, 136, 139, footnote, 140, 
footnote, 171 ; at Fort Laramie, I, 
106, 108, XZ2, II, 255 ; at Fort Reno, 
II, Z27, Z3Z, footnote; see also 
Buildings 

Agate (Nebr.) : II, 22, Z82 

Agriculture: II, 262-265; at Fort 
Laramie, I, zz2; at Fort Phil 
Kearney, II, 99; implements, I, 
42, 268; in Montana, I, 207 

Alamo (Texas) : I, 3Z5 

Albuquerque (N. Mez.) : I, 64 

Alder Gulch: gold yielded, I, 206, 
223 

Amberson, Private Thomas: I, 322 

Ambulances: II, 90, zoz; at Fort 
Reno, I, 230; at Wagon Box Fight, 
II, 69, sent to Fetterman's relief, 

I, 308 

American Expeditionary Forces: 

Sioux Indians in, II, 263 
American Falls: I, 50 
American Flag: at Red Cloud's home, 

II, Z92 ; first raised in Powder Riv- 
er country, I, 290 

American Fur Company: I, 39, zzz, 
20Z, 209, footnote, II, 2z6, 2Z9; at 
rendezvous, II, 2Z7; owned Fort 
Laramie, I, Z02, zo8, zz6 

American Horse, Chief: I, Z03, foot- 



note, II, Z82; killed Fetterman, I, 

3Z2, footnote, II, z88, also footnote 

Americans: provisional government, 

1,57 
Ammunition: I, 31Z, II, 50, 5Z, 57, 

60, 6z, 83, 92, Z02, II, Z3Z, foot- 
note; at corrals, II, 43; at Hay- 
field Fight, II, z62, Z65, z68; at 
Wagon Box Fight, II, 74; care- 
fully guarded, I, 293; owned by 
Indians, I, 257; powder wagons 
near fire, I, 25Z; scarcity at Fort 
C. F. Smith, I, 284; scarcity on 
plains, I, Z44, Z76, z82, Z84, Z98, 
257, 268, 269, 309, II, 29; traded 
for furs, II, 2Z7; traded by In- 
dians, II, Z43, footnote; see Artil- 
lery, Firearms 

Amputation: necessary account of se- 
vere weather, I, 326, II, Z05 

Amusements: at Fort Halleck, I, 98; 
dance at Fort Laramie, I, 3Z9; at 
Fort Phil Kearney, I, 294, II, 98 

Anderson, Major M: I, z66, 168, Z79, 
Z83, Z84, Z94, Z98 

Andover (Mass.) : II, Z92 

Annuities: I, ZZ7; received by Boze- 
man's murderers, I, 225 

Antelope: I, 25 z, 253, II, Z46; see 
Game 

Anthony, D. R: II, 33 

Apache Indians: I, 25, Z77; cam- 
paign, II, z82 

Arapahoe Indians: I, Z5, 25, Z29, 130, 

i38» 159. «70» 235, «56> 267, 276, 
278, 280, II, 3z, 70, Z43, Z59, Z94, 
footnote, 245; at Platte Bridge 
Station, I, Z93; at Sweetwater Sta- 
tion, I, Z63; chiefs at Fetterman 
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Disaster, I, 339; land claimed by 

I, ii6» 258; raid Crows, I, 155; 

surrender, I, 128; treaties with, 

U. S., I, 1x7; kill Laramie, II, 233; 

mean war, II, 145 
Arctic Ocean: II, 238 
Arickaree Fork: II, 80 
Arizona: I, 29, II, 182 
Arkansas River: I, 27, 29, xzz, 137 
Army and Navy Journal: quoted, I, 

342, footnote 
Army posts: see Forts, Camps 
Arrows: I, 162, 257, 3x1, II, 60, 62, 

63, 76, 79» 93, 126, 174; fire, II, 62, 

78, 84 ,166 ; number found in dead, 

I, ijOf 314, II, 92; see Bovfs and 
Arrows 

Artillery: I, 243, 333, 337, 339, II, 29, 

79, 92; at Fort Phil Kearney, I, 
275; becomes useless, I, 256; can- 
non, II, 69, at Fort Laramie, I, 
1x3, first on Oregon Trail, I, 39; 
Capt. Ten Eyck sends for, I, 308, 

II, xox; howitzer, I, z66, II, 85, at 
Platte Bridge Station, I, 189, X90, 
195) <9^> frightened Indians, I, 
283; in Sully's Expedition, I, X25; 
at Wagon Box Fight, II, 68 

Ashley, Gen. William H: I, 37, 39, 
40; Bridger joins, II, 206; first to 
trap in Indian hunting grounds, I, 
34; advertisement issued by, I, 
34, footnote; rendezvous of, I, 35 

Ashley Fur Company: sold, I, 39; at 
first rendezvous, I, 38 

Astor, John Jacob: I, 31, 40 

"Astoria**: I, 32, 89 

Astoria Expedition: prevented from 
advancing, I, 31 

Astorians: I, 32, also footnote, 33; 
first to Oregon Trail, I, 33 

Atchison (Kans.) : I, 65, 68 

Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Rail- 
way: I, 27, also footnote 

Atlanta (Ga.) : II, 72 



Atlantic City (Wyo.) : I, 203 
Atlantic Ocean: I, 37, 41, 42, 50, II, 

2X5 

Augur, Gen. : I, X03, footnote 

Backbone Mountain: II, 144 

Back-bone Ridge: I, 217 

Bad Lands: I, X25; caravans attacked 

in, I, 230 
Bailey, Capt: II, 2x, also footnote, 

97, 98; accompanied Phillips, I, 

3x6, footnote 
Bailey's Mining Camp: party raided, 

I, 283 
Bair, Private: see Blair 
Baker, Sergt. James: I, 322 
Baker, Jim: I, 103, footnote 
Baker, Private William A: II, 71, 

footnote 
Ball Rock: killed Piegans, I, 224 
Bandits: Texas bandits, I, 28 
Bannack (Mont.) : I, X20, X23, 202, 

205, 206, 214 
Banner Ranch: II, XX7 
Bannock Indians: I, 39, 97 
Barber Shop: at Fort Reno, II, Z27 
Barnes, Principal Musician: I, 290 
Barricades: at hayfield, II, X62; bar- 
rels used for, II, 55, 6x, 63, 67, 74, 

78; neck-yokes used for, II, 52, 6x, 

74; willows used for, II, 166 
Barry, D. F: I, x8, II, 12 
Barton, Private Ashton P: II, 7X, 

footnote 
Basin (Wyo.) : I, 219, footnote 
Bastions: I, xo6, xi2, II, 36, X25, 127, 

172 
Bauer, Corp. Gustave A: I, 32x 
Bear: I, 276, II, 86, 146; account of 

Glass's combatj II, 209; grizzly, I, 

96, 254 
Bear Buttes: I, 25X, 258 
Bear Creek: II, X15 
Bear River: I, 38, 50, 89, footnote, 
X20, II, 2x0 



Index 



271 



Beauer and Creighton: I, 141 
Beaver: I, 263, II, 220; skins, I, 31, 

34) 37 > prices of skins, II, 239 
Beaver Creek: II, 1x7, 120 
Beaver Creek Divide: II, Z17 
Beaver Head (Mont.) : I, 202, foot- 

notej 120, II, 265. 
Beaverhead Valley: I, 205 
Beck, Hon. George T: II, X17 
Beckton (Wyo.) : II, 117 
Beckwourth [Beckwith], James: II, 

143, also footnote \ visited Crows, 

I, 283, 284 

''Bedlam": I, 1x3, 3x9, also footnote, 

II, 23; photograph, I, 3x7 
Beecher Island: II, 80 
Belle Fourche River: I, 237 
Belt Mountains: I, 2x6 
Benson's Landing: I, 235 
Bent, U. S. Paymaster: I, X30 
Berdan's Creek: II, x20 
Berthune, Prank: hired to guard 

camp, II, X7X 
Betzler, Private William: I, 32X 
"Big Bat": see Fourier, Baptiste 
Big Blue River : I, 49 ; see Little Blue 

River 
Big Boulder Creek: II, 120 
Big Goose Creek: II, XX7, 228 
Big Horn (Wyo.) : II, xx3, footnote^ 

II, 263 
Big Horn Basin: II, 211 
Big Horn Building: at Port C. P. 

Smith, II, 143, footnote 
Big Horn Country: I, 37, 267, II, 89, 

X2I, X78, X79, 229, 235; caravans 

leave for, I, 229 
Big Horn Crossing: II, xx8 
Big Horn Mountains: I, X9, 20, 32, 

44, 99, X20, X26, 156, 2x3, 215, 219, 

also footnote, 238, 241, 249, 251, 

255, 263, 275, 276, II, 26, II, X19, 

footnote, 128, X39, 228, 240, 254, 

259, 264 
Big Horn River: I, 23, 37, 38, X20, 



^2$, X55, 220, footnote, 227, 265, 
276, 279, 281, II, X06, XX7, X18, XZ9, 
footnote, 120, X2X, X22, 135, 'X36, 
X43, footnote, 145, X59, x6o, X70, 
178, 209, 2x9, 240, 258, footnote, 

' 263; no fortifications west of, I, 
266 ; see also Little Biff Horn River 

Big Horn Road: I, 213, 220 

Big Horn Route: I, 257 

Big Horn Valley: I, 280 

Big Mouth, Chief: I, 271, II, X78 

Big Piney Creek: I, 273, 293, 300, II, 
47» 53, 55, 69, X78; see Piney Creek, 
Little Piney Creek 

Big Piney Valley: II, 45, 58, 59, 65, 
68, 69 

"Big Sam'': II, X09, zzo 

Big Sandy River: I, 37, 50 

"Big Spring": II, 1x6 

Big Wolf, Chief: I, 278, footnote 

Bingham, Lieut. H. 8: I, 300, 30X; 
killed, II, 99 

Bisbee, Lieut. W. H: I, 282, 332, 333 

Bisbee, Mrs. W. H: at Port Phil 
Kearney, I, 294 

Bissell, Sergt. Ephriam C: I, 322 

Bissonett: I, X03, footnote 

Bitter Creek: I, 71, x2o 

Bitter Creek Station: I, 93 

Bitter Root: I, 229 

Black, Private William: II, yi, foot- 
note 

Black Bear, Chief: I, 256, 278, foot- 
note; son killed, I, 257 

Black Canyon Creek: II, X44 

Black Coal, Chief: I, 339 

Black Foot, Chief: I, X50; captured, 

I, 149 
Black Fork River: I, 48, 50, II, 220, 

222 

Black Hills: I, 22, 96, 99, X05, 106, 
126, X44, 156, 219, 238, 239, 25X, 
260, 263, II, 258, footnote, 260; 
scenery, I, 97 

Black Horse, Chief: II, 140; at con- 
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ference, I, 277; message from, I, 
272; quoted, I, 263-264; wished to 
surrender, I, 278 
Black Kettle, Chief: I, 127 
Black Night, Chief: I, 106 
Black Tail Deer Station: I, 120 
Blackfoot Indians: I, 138, also foot- 
note, 155, 170, 220, footnote, II, 
Z32, 217; at Platte Bridge Station, 
I, 193; attack fur trappers, II, 216; 
determination to avenge, I, 30, 31 ; 
hostile, I, 235; killed Bozeman, I, 
213, 221, 225; mistaken for Crows, 

I, 221-224; skirmish with Bridger, 

II, 218, 219 ; treachery, I, 235, foot- 
note; country, II, 216 

Blacksmith shops: at Fort Bridger, 
I, 48, 50, II, 220; at Fort Laramie, 
I, Z05, 108; at Fort Phil Kearney, 
I, 289 

Blair, Private: II, 132, 155; killed, 

II, Z26 

Blizzards: II, 16, 24, in Rocky Moun- 
tains, I, 327; see Weather 
Blockhouses: I, 71, 287, 289, 290, 
333, 334, 339, H, 93; at Fort C. F. 
Smith, II, 141; at Fort Reno, II, 
129, 172; at Sweetwater Station, I, 
85, footnote; erected by govern- 
ment, I, 73 
Blue Horse, Chief: I, 339 
Blue River: see Big and Little Blue 

Rivers 
Bob Tail, Chief: at conference, I, 

277 
Bogey, Lewis V: I, 272, footnote, 340 
Boise Basin (Idaho) : gold discover- 
ed, I, 206 
Boise River: I, 86 
Bonanza Trail: see Bozeman Trail 
Bonneville, Capt. Benjamin: I, 39, 40 
Boat Hill [Cemetery] : I, 72 
Bordeaux — : I, 98, 103, footnote 
Boulder (Mont.) Monitor; I, 225, 

footnote 
Boulder River: I, 120, II, i2z 



Bow and arrows: I, 98, II, 53; re- 
placed by firearms, I, 292 ; see Ar- 
tovis 

Bowers, Sergt C. R: I, 300, 30Z; 
killed, II, 99 

Bowie : I, 3Z5 

Boyd, John: II, 232 

Boyd (Mont): II, 265 

Bozeman, John M: I, 2z6, 2x% also 
footnote, 220, footnote, 225, 250, 
footnote, II, Z2i; conducted emi- 
grant train, I, 220; en route to 
Fort C. F. Smith, I, 22z ; grave of, 
I, 224, 225; followed by Indians, - 
I, 2Z5 ; killed on way to Fort C. F. 
Smith, I, 2Z3; photograph, II, 4; 
trail blazed by, I 123 ; trail named 
for, I, 2Z4 

Bozeman [City] (Mont) : I, Z23, 206, 
2Z4, 220, footnote, 229, 232, 235, 
257, 280, 295, II, 120, 121, 143, 
footnote, 264, 265; established, I, 
2ZO, also footnote, 2zz 

Bozeman-Jacobs route: II, 257, fooU 
note 

Bozeman Creek: I, 226, footnote 

Bozeman Expedition of 1874: II, zz8 

Bozemad Ferry: I, 22z 

Bozeman Pass: I, Z23, 2zo, 214, 2Z9, 
footnote, 232, footnote, II, zzi, 262, 
footnote; named, I, 216; should 
have been Sacajawea Pass, I, 220, 
footnote 

Bozeman Road: I, 23, 99, 2Z3, 254, 
26Z, footnote, 264, 265, 266, 267, 
270, 286, 287, 292, 297, 3Z9, II, 179, 
z8z, 253, 257, footnote, 264; heavy 
traffic over, I, 279; Indians on, I, 
252; lack of protection, I, 280, 330; 
principal route to Montana, I, 232, 
footnote; see Bozeman Route, 
Bozeman Trail 

Bozeman Route: I, 257 

Bozeman Trail: I, 24, 72, 8z, 89, 99, 
Z03, Z20, Z25, Z48, 20Z-236, 238, 
26Z, footnote, 264, 270, 276, 3Z2, 
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323, 343, 345i n, 4, 16, 35, 40, 81, 
82, II, 114, 171, 172, 232, 257, 262, 
also footnoUf 263, 265; abandon- 
ment of, II, 258, also footnote; 
forts on, ordered abandoned, II, 
254, also footnote ; marked, II, 261 ; 
route of, II, 1 1 3-148; towns on, 
II, 262, 263; various names for, I, 
213, 214; view, I, 217; Virginia 
City objective point of, I, 233 ; see 
Bozeman Route, Bozeman Road 

Brackett Creek: I, 2x9 

Bradley, James H: Journal quoted, 
II, Z40, footnote 

Brady, C. T: Indian Fights and 
Fighters f quoted : I, 320, footnote 

Brave Wolf, Chief: I, 339 

Breaker-of- Arrows, Chief: I, zo6 

Bridger, Chloe: mother of James 
Bridger, II, 205 

Bridger, Felix: II, 248, 251 

Bridger, James: I, 34, 38, 39, 47, 50, 
81, 86, 95, Z03, footnote, 104, foot- 
note, 145, 219, footnote, 220, foot- 
note, 248, 255, 285, 295, 302, ss%, 
II, 81, Z13, 12Z, 205-252; as guide, 
I, 97, for Gen. Raynolds, II, zx9, 
footnote, for Col. Carrington, I, 
266, 272, for Col. Kinney ,1, 279, 
for missionaries, I, 42; surveys 
Bozeman Trail, II, Z19; declared 
Bozeman's road impracticable, I, 
2Z9; finds site, I, 272; map by, I, 
z6; sent to interview Crows, II, 
40; travels entire length of Boze- 
man's Trail, II, zz8; visited Crows, 
I, 283 

Bridger, Mrs. James: at Port Bridg- 
er, II, 223 

Bridger, James: father of Major 
Bridger, II, 205 

Bridger, Josephine: II, 248 

Bridger, Mary: II, 248 

Bridger, Virginia: see Waschman, 
Mrs, 

Bridger, William: II, 248, 25 z 



Bridger-Bozeman race: I, 2Z9, also 
footnote, II, ZX9, footnote 

Bridger (Mont.) : II, Z2z, 265 

Bridger Creek: I, 2Z9, 220, footnote 

Bridger Crossing: II, Z73 

Bridger's Ferry: I, 265, 269, 295, II, 
37, X14, Z5Z 

Bridger's Flat: I, 35, 38 

Bridger Lake: II, 2Z5 

Bridger Mountains: I, 220, foonote 

Bridger Pass: I, 55, 71, 93, Z58, 220, 
footnote, II, 252, 258 

Bridger's Pass Station: I, 93, z2o; 
drawing of, I, Z2Z 

Bridger Peak: I, 220^ footnote 

Bridger Road: see Overland Trail 

Bridger's Trail: II, Z2z 

Bright, William H: I, 202, footnote 

Britney, Lieut. : I, Z67, z82, Z84, 

z86 

Broglin, Private Thomas: I, 322 

Brooke, Gen. : II, Z98 

Brooks, Private Charles: II, 7Z, foot- 
note 

Brough, John C: II, 22, 33 

Brown, : cook, II, 45, 62, 63 

Brown, Private Alexander: II, 7Z, 
footnote 

Brown, Private Denis: II, 7z, foot- 
note 

Brown, Capt. Frederick H: I, 249, 
282, 30Z, 303-306, 309, 3Z0, 3x2, 
also footnote, 320, 332, 335, II, 
20, Z35, z88; body mutilated, II, 
zoz ; buried, I, 3Z5 

Brown's Fork: II, Z20 

Brown's Springs: I, 228 

Brown's Spring Creek: II, zz4 

Browning, O. H: U. S. Secretary of 
Interior: I, 272, footnote, 34Z 

Brule Sioux Indians: I, Z9, Z38, 267; 
treaty with U. S., I, IZ7 

Brundge, George: Journal, I, 220, 
footnote 

Bryant, Edwin: What I sav) in Cal' 
ifomia, quoted:, I, izz ff. 
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Buchanan: Private Henry, I, 321 
Buffalo: I, 251, II, 146, 228, 260; 
furnished all Indians desired, II, 
177; hunting, I, 253; robes for 
sale at Fort Bridger, II, 223 ; trad- 
ed for ammunition, II, 143, foot- 
note 
Buffalo (Wyo.) : I, 255, II, 1x5, xx6, 

131, 262 
Buffalo Bill: see Cody, WilUam P. 
Bugbee, Private William L: I, 322 
Buildings: at Fort Reno, II, 122; at 
Julesburg, I, 72 ff.; at Fort C. F. 
Smith, II, 136; at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, II, 95; at Sweetwater Station, 

I, 85; see Adobe Buildings 
Bull Knife, Chief: I, 278, footnote 
Bull's Tail, Chief: I, 106 

Bull Trains: II, 40, 52 

Bullock, Seth: I, 330 

Bullock, William G: I, 104, footnote^ 

II, 232 
Bullwhackers: II, 55 

Buntline, Ned: see Judson,. CoL E, 
B. C. 

Burial Grounds: see Cemeteries, 
Graves 

Burke, Private Thomas: I, 321 

Burlington Railroad: follows old 
wagon route, I, 2x9, footnote 

Burnett, F. G: I, X7, quoted, X5X, 
also footnote, 235, footnote, 261, 
also footnote, II, 1x3, also footnote, 
1x4, 129, X3X, footnote, X4x, 163; 
quoted, II, 247-248; account of 
Fort C. F. Smith, II, X35, X36, X59- 

Burnet, Felix: in council with Red 

Cloud, II, X99 
Burnt Fort: see South Pass Station 
Burrell, Private George W: I, 32X 

Burrows, Capt. : I, 301 

Bush, Private James E: made cart- 
ridges, I, x82 
Butterfield Southern Overland Mail 
Route: I, 64 



Buzzard, Private John: II, 71, foot' 

note 

Cachb La Poudu River: I, 93, 163, 

n, 3a 

Cache La Poudre R ad: see Over- 
land Route 

Caldwell, Kemp: sutler at Fort Reno, 
n, X7X 

CaUfornia: I, 25, 29, 33, 53, 54, also 
footnote, 59, 64, 65, 71, 86, 90, 
footnote, 94, XX5, X3X, X42, 163, 201, 
203, 209, II, 239; miners from, I, 
206; Second Cavalry, I, 238, 261; 
soldiers, I, 248 

California Stage Line: I, 90 

California Trail: I, 59, 65, 86, 206; 
see Oregon Trail 

Callery, Private : killed at Fort 

Phil Kearney, I, 290 

Camels: used on Oregon Trail, I, 63 

Camp, William: quoted, II, 166, 
footnote, X67, footnote 

Camp Collins: I, 93, 94, footnote; 
see also Fort Collins 

Camp Dodge: I, 158 

Camp Marshall: I, 79, 8x 

Camp Mitchell: I, 75 

Camp Proctor: II, 4X 

Camp Rankin: see Fort Sedgwick 

Camp Walbach: I, 89, 94 

Campbell, John A: first Gov. of 
Wyo., I, 202, footnote 

Campbell, Robert: I, 34, X03, foot- 
note, II, 218 

Canada: I, X47, 286; Bridger visited, 

n, 238 

Cannonball River: I, X26 

Cantonment Reno: I, 20 

Cape Horn: I, 54, footnote 

Caravans: I, 26, 27, 63, 226, II, 217; 
belonging to Sir George Gore, II, 
225; Bozeman commanded, I, 215; 
on Bozeman Trail, I, 220; on Ore- 
gon Trail, I, X31; size of, I, a8; 
supply I, 60; travel by night, I, 
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231 ; see Bull Trains, Pack Trams, 
Stage Lines 
Carbines: see Firearms 
Carbon County (Wyo.) : I, 93, II, 

121, 262, footnote 
Carissa Gulch: gold in, I, 202 
Carondalet (Mo.) : II, 233 

Carpenter, Col. : II, 34 

Carpenter, Lieut. : I, 329 

Carrington, Frances C: affidavit re- 
lating to John Phillips' ride, II, 
30 ; Army Life on the Plains^ quot- 
ed, I, 302, footnote^ II, 231-232; 
see also Grummond, Mrs, G, W, 
Carrington, Harry: I, 294, 326 
Carrington, Henrietta: I, 342, foot- 

note 
Carrington, Gen. Henry B: I, 21, 81, 
footnote^ 263, 265, 266, 268, 269, 
270, 272, footnote, 273, 275, 276, 
284, 287, 292, 3<»-304» %o6y 3x0, 
312-3x6, footnote, 325, 330, 334, 
344, II, 19, 2x, 23, 26, 30, 35, 39. 
46, 52, 54, 71, 82, 89, 95, 99, 
xoi, X13, 114, 1X9, X22, 135, X58, 

159, «72, X78, 179, 229, 231, 232, 
26x; Absarka, I, 339, quoted, II, 
230-231; address by, I, 290; affida- 
vit relating to Phillips ride, II, 28- 
30 ; cautious, I, 297, 298, 300, 30X ; 
commands troops in construction 
of posts, I, 229; unable to main- 
tain discipline, I, 332; difficulties 
encountered by, I, 284, 285 ; orders 
to Capt. Petterman, I, 306, 307, II, 
x8o; General Order No. x, I, 320- 
323; goes after dead, II, X03; on 
way to Port Caspar, I, 326; left 
Port Phil Kearney, II, 40; holds 
conference with Indians, I, 272; 
letter written in X902, I, 339-342; 
meets Red Cloud, I, 267; messages 
from, I, 280, 28x, 282; message 
to War Dept., I, 278; needs sol- 
diers, I, 232; official report, I, 336- 
339; orders disobeyed, I, 338; or- 



ders women and children into pow- 
der magazine, I, 31X, II, 102 ; 
planned Port Phil Kearney, II, 93, 
94; Phil Kearney Massacre, I, 339; 
portrait, II, 4X ; quoted, I, 283, 339, 
also footnote; Red Cloud accuses, 
II, X78; relieved of command at 
Port Phil Kearney, I, 323 ; relieves 
garrison at Port Connor, I, 248, 
footnote; reply to Capt. Ten Eyck, 

I, 308 ; report of Bridger's visit to 
Crows, II, X40; report regarding 
Indians, II, X43; reports of, I, 
331-334; sends for reinforcements, 

II, 20, 21 ; sent to Powder River, 

I, 264; signals at Port Phil Kear- 
ney, II, 8x; sketch of life, I, 342, 
footnote; Some Phases of the In^ 
dian Question, quoted, I, 278, foot' 
note, II, XX9, footnote; surveys Port 
Phil Kearney, I, 230; vindication 

of, I, 330, 339-34* 

Carrington, Mrs. Henry B: I, 326; 
quoted, I, 329; at Port Phil Kear- 
ney, I, 294, 295; Experiences, I, 
340 ; see Carrington, Frances C, 

Carrington, James B: I, x8, 294, also 
footnote, 326, 342, footnote; photo- 
graph loaned by, II, xi 

Carrington, Jane: I, 342, footnote 

Carrington Road: I, 2x4 

Carson, Kit: I, 29, 38, 97, II, 2x9, 
234, 243; associated with Bridger, 

II, 2x8 

Carter, Judge: sutler at Port Bridger, 
II, 224 

Cascades (The) : I, 50 

Casper (Wyo.) : I, 33, 49, 89, foot- 
note, X57, footnote 

Castle Rock: I, i6x 

Casualties: I, X62; at Julesburg, I, 
X30; caused by Sioux, II, X79; at 
Petterman Disaster, I, 3x5, 320- 
323, II, 20; at Ha3rfield Pight, II, 
x68; at Platte Bridge, I, X99; in 
Sully Expedition, I, X26; on Boze- 
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man Road, I, 286; Sand Creek 
Massacre, I, 129; see also Indians 
— Casualties 

Catholics: II, 203; Red Cloud's faith, 
II, 195, 200 

Cattle: I, 42, 137, II, 92; claims 
settled, II, 25; die from lack of 
water, I, 240; from Texas, I, 229; 
Indians did not want, I, 232 ; stam- 
peded and stolen by Indians, I, 
139, 141, 161, 230 

Cavalry: I, 300, II, 147, footnote ^ 
X73; at Fort C. F. Smith, II, 169; 
at Fort Laramie, I, zz6; escort for 
mail, I, 95 ; guarded stage stations, 

I, 74; horses found dead, I, 258; 
in Sully Expedition, I, 125 ; needed 
by Carrington, I, 281; stationed 
at Fort Sedgwick, I, 72 

Ca3ruse Indians: murdered Whitman, 

II, 2x7, footnote 

Cemeteries: I, 302; at Fort C. F. 
Smith, II, 139, footnote, 140, foot' 
note; at Fort Laramie, I, X13; at 
Fort Reno, II, 128, 129, 131, foot- 
note \ at Crow Agency, II, 132; 
see also Custer Battlefield National 
Cemetery, Graves 
Central City (Mont.) : I, 206 
Central Pacific Railroad: completed, 

I, 68 
Central Route: I, 65 
Chandler, £. B: I, 272, footnote 

Chappel, Private : I, 195 

Charbouneau, Toussaint: I, 31, foot- 

note 
Charges- At-or-Kills- Above, Mrs: II, 

200 
Chariot: I, 229 

Chase Alone, Mrs. Fannie : II, 200 
Chattanooga (Tenn.) : II, 89, foot- 
note 
"Cherokee City": see Latham 
Cheyenne (Wyo.) : I, 67, 103, foot- 
note, II, 25, 80, 81, 233, 234 
Cheyenne Indians: I, 15, 25, loi, 130, 



138, 170, 235, 269, 276, 278, also 
footnote, 279, 280, II, 25, 28, 70, 
So, 159; act as spies for Sioux, I, 
338; at Col. Carrington's confer- 
ence, I, 277; at Platte Bridge Sta- 
tion, I, 180, 184, z86, Z93; at Sand 
Creek, I, Z29; banded with Sioux 
I, Z58, Z59; bring report to Col. 
Carrington, II, Z40; chiefs at Fet- 
terman Disaster, I, 339; cruelty, 
I, Z50; disagree with Sioux, II, 
x6o, z88; disliked Bridger, II, 23 z; 
enemies with Crows, I, 264; land 
claimed by, I, zx6; Northern, I, 
15S) <59» 2^3) 267; on Oregon 
Trail, I, Z32; raid Crows, I, 155; 
sell prisoners, I, Z49, Z50; sur- 
render, I, Z28; treaty with U. S., 
I, ZZ7 

Cheyenne Pass: I, 90 

Cheyenne River: I, 228, 237, 240, 251, 
258, 28z, 283, II, IZ5 

Chicago, Burlington and Quincy Rail- 
road: II, 262, footnote 

Chicago Times', correspondent with 
Gen. Crook, II, Z27, Z48 

Chickamauga (Tenn.) : Capt Pow- 
ell at, II, 72 

Chihuahua (Mexico) : I, 26 

Children: I, 59, II, 57, 91; at Fort 
Laramie, I, zzz; at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 20, 292, 294, II, z6, 27, 
38, 95, 23 z ; captured by Indians, 
I, Z32; Indians want to trade, II, 
90; in missionary band, I, 42; In- 
dian, killed, I, Z29, II, Z94; killed 
by Indians, II, 89; in caravans, I, 
220; of Bridger, II, 248; of Red 
Cloud, II, 200; scalps, I, z8z 

Chimney Rock: I, 49, 78, 89, 330, II, 

"4 

Chippewa (steamboat) : I, 209, foot' 
note 

Chittenden, H. M: History of Amer- 
ican Fur Trade of Far West, quot- 
ed, I, 34, footnote; cited, 49, foot- 
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note ; Yellowstone Park, quoted, II, 
211-214 

Chivington, Col. J. M: attacks In- 
dians, I, 128, 129; censured, I, 
129, also footnote 

Chivington Massacre: II, 194, also 
footnote ; see Sand Creek Massacre 

Cholera: see Disease 

Chouteau, Pierre: II, 220 

Chugwater Creek: II, 22 

Cimarron Desert: I, 27 

Cimarron River: I, 27 

Civil War: I, 65, 68, 69, 74, xo2, 
footnote, 124, 137, II, 51, 89, 103, 
162, 165 ; Bridger's son in, II, 248 ; 
Capt Powell served in, II, 72; de- 
serters go to Montana, I, 208; 
Gen. Carrington veteran of, I, 342, 
footnote; veterans in Indian ser- 
vice, I, 248 

Clancy, Private Patrick: I, 322 

Clark, Col. : I, 95 

Clark, Lieut. : I, 96 

Clark, Hopkins: II, 232 

Clark, Capt. William: I, 30, 2x9, 
footnote 

Clark's Pork: I, 120, 219, II, 120, 263 

Clarke, : II, 150, 151, 152, 154, 

156 

Claus, Frederick: I, x8, II, 71, foot- 
note ; account of Wagon Box Fight, 
II, 82-87 

Clear Creek: II, xi6, 1x9, 262 

Clear Fork: I, 275 

Clothing: mittens needed, I, 285; 
needed by soldiers, I, 244, 245 

Cloud Peak: I, 20, 25 x, 276 

Coal: in Big Horn Mountains, I, 255 ; 
near Fort Phil Kearney, I, 276 

Cody, William F: II, 250; attacked 
by Sioux, I, 85 

Cody (Wyo.) : II, 1x7 

Coeur d'Alene Mountains: I, 63 

CoflFenbury, Cyrus C: wagon train of, 
I, 226 

Cold Spring Creek: II, x2o 



Cole, Col. Nelson: I, 237-239, 244, 
257, 260; command refused to 
fight Indians, I, 239; conunand 
destitute, I, 259; command miss- 
ing, I, 258 

Collins, Lieut Caspar: I, x6, 83, 152, 
x6o, X70, 172, X73, X75, 247; at 
Platte Bridge Fight, I, X83, 184, 
x86, X87, 189, 192; letters quoted, 
I» 95-9S> killed, I, x68, 199 

Collins, Col. William O: I, x6, 93, 

95, 172* 183 

Collins (Mrs.) mother of Lieut. Cas- 
par Collins: I, 95 

Colorado: I, 29, 33, 60, X17, X20, X26, 
X42, 214; Second Cavalry, I, 261; 
citizens at Chivington Massacre, 
II, X94; discovery of gold, I, 70, 
20X, 202 

Colorado River: I, 29, II, 2x7 

Colter, John: II, 21 x, 2xa; escaped 
from Blackfoot, I, 220, footnote 

Columbia River: I, 31, 32, 4X, 50, 
86, 89, 209, 2x0, II, 222 

Columbus (Nebr.) : I, 238, 239 

Colvin, Capt. D. A: ^, X63, x68, 
X69; in charge at Hajrfield Fight, 
II, X65 

Colvin, Zeke: II, x62, X63, X65, x66 

Comanche Indians: I, 25, X70; at 
Platte Bridge Station, I, X93 

Condon, Private James: II, 55, 6x, 
62, 63, 67, 71, footnote, 74 

Conestoga Wagon Train: cost, I, 67, 
footnote; see also Vehicles 

Conferences: held with Colonel Car- 
rington, I, 277; with Evans, I, 
127 ; see Laramie Peace Conference 

Conley, Corp. Paddy: II, 46 

Connecticut: General Carrington 
born in, I, 342, footnote 

Connelley, William £: I, x8, 58, foot- 
note, 160, footnote, 179, footnote 

Connor, Gen. Patrick £: II, X46, X72, 
1781 237, 238, 239, 240, 24X, 244, 

248, 258, 260, 26x, 264, 270, II, 122, 
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228, 229, 234, 235; camped only at 
■prings, I, 249; censured, I, 245; 
recalled, I, 246; command poorly 
equipped, I, 261, footnote*, skirm- 
ish with Arapahoes, I, 256; leaves 
Fort Laramie, I, 247; removed 
from command, I, 259; rendez- 
vous, I, 257; reprimanded, I, 247; 
messages from, I, 150; ordered to 
Bozeman Trail, I, 148 
Continental Divide: I, 32, footnote 
Converse County (Wyo.) : I, 265 
''Coo": word used by Indians, I, 278, 

Cook, Capt James H: I, 17, 21, 22, 
312, footnote, 339, footnote, II, 22, 
23, 185-Z92, 200, 203, 204; photo- 
graph, II, 183; Red Cloud's most 
intimate white friend, II, 182; val- 
uable aid to government during 
Indian troubles, II, 182 
Cooke, Gen. Philip St. George: I, 
335» 33^! failed to send reinforce- 
ments, I, 330; letter from, I, 332; 
methods to subdue Indians, I, 298, 
299 ; orders Bridger discharged, II, 
232; orders troops to Port C. P. 
Smith, I, 337; relieved from com- 
mand by Gen. Sherman, I, 340; 
vindicates Col. Carrington, I, 340; 
Scenes and Adventures in the 
Army, quoted, I, izz. 
Cooper, James Penimore: I, 242 
Coover, Tom: I, 223, 224; en route 
to Fort C. P. Smith, I, 221; letter, 
I, 221, also footnote, Z2Z, zzi 
Cornoy, Private William L: I, 322 
Corrals: I, 55, 292, 293, II, 49, 50, 51, 
58, 62, 63, 65-67, 69, 73-79, 83-85, 
125, 126, 132, 149, 155, 156, 157, 
161-163, 165, 166, 170, 235 ; at Port 
C. F. Smith, II, 136; at Fort Lar- 
amie, I, 1x5 ; at Fort Phil Kearney, 
I, 289 ; at Fort Reno, II, 129 ; built 
by freighters, I, 231 ; built by In- 



dians, I, 159; made by wagon box- 
es, II, 43 

Council Fire and Arbitrator i quoted, 
II, Z99-200 

Council .Grove (Mo.) : I, 27 

Courthouse Rock: II, ZZ4 

Coutant, George: I, 339, footnote \ 
History of Wyoming, quoted, I, 
Z29, II, 33, Z46, footnote, Z47, foot^ 
note 

Coweta County (Ga.) : home of 
Bozeman, I, 2Z4 

Coyotes: II, Z26 

Craig, Capt. ^— : I, 95 

Crazy Horse, Chief: I, 23, II, x%% 
Z94, 26Z 

Crazy Woman's Creek: I, 237, 249 

Crazy Woman's Fork: I, 120, 254, 
259, 272, 28Z, 326, II, 36, 90, IX 5, 
zx6, ZZ9, Z78 

Creighton, Edward T: I, 70, 305 
[On page 205, given as John in 
error for Edward T.] 

Creighton, John: see Creighton, Ed- 
ward T. 

Crockett, David: I, 315 

Cromer (Creamer), Phil: Bridger 
apprenticed to, II, 206 

Crook, Gen. George: I, Z9, 23, II, 
127, Z7z; at Fort Fetterman, II, 
Z47, footnote; Indians had faith 
in, II, Z97 

Crook Expedition of Z876, II, 2589 
footnote 

''Cross H" Ranch: II, zz6 

Crow Agency (Mont.) : II, Z32 

Crow Indians: I, Z5, 32, footnote, 39, 
267, 276, 28Z, 284, II, Z03, 143, 162, 
Z69, 2Z4, 232, 262, 264; join whites 
to fight Sioux, II, Z40; at council 
at Fort Laramie, II, 254; Bridger 
a friend of, II, 23Z; camped near 
Fort C. P. Smith, I, 232; enemies 
with Sioux and Cheyennes, I, 264, 
II, 177; friendly, I, 280; friendly 
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with Sioux, II, 159, x6o; hunting 
grounds, I, 155; of today, II, 263; 
own fertile lands, I, 263; quarrel 
with Sioux, II, 145; Sir George 
Gore visited, II, 227; stole horses, 

I, 223; trade ammunition with 
Sioux, II, 143, footnote \ warn 
whites of danger, II, 160, 161 

Crow Indian Reservation, II, 118, 

262, also footnote^ 263 
Crow King, Chief: II, 189 
Cruse Creek: II, 117 
Cuddy, Private Charles: I, 322 
Culbertson, Major: in command at 

Fort Union, II, 227 
Cullinane, Private Timothy: I, 322 
Currency: Mexican currency used, I, 

27, 28, footnote 
Curry, Bandmaster: II, 95 

Curtis, Gen. : report, I, 142 

Custard, Sergt. Amos J: I, 183, 190 
Custer, Gen. G. A: I, 19, 20, 124, 195, 

315, II, 132, 248, 260, 261 
Custer Battlefield National Cemetery: 

victims of Fetterman Disaster 

buried on, I, 315, footnote 
Custer Massacre: I, 320, footnote ^ 

325, II, 189 

Dakota Indians: II, 192 

Dakota Territory: I, 21, 78, 119, 273, 
295. n, 39, 123 

Dale, H. C: Ashley-Smith Explora- 
tions: quoted, I, 32, footnote^ cited, 
34, footnote, 40, footnote 

Daley, William: I, 290, also footnote 

Dallas (Mo.) : Bridger buried near, 

II, 251 

Dalles (The) : I, 50 
Dana, E. L: II, 263, footnote j 264 
Dandy, Gen. George P: II, 43; quar- 
termaster at Fort C. F. Smith, II, 

144 
Daniel, Private Robert: I, 322 
Daniels, Lieut. : II, 90; killed, 

I, 290, II, 92 



Davis, "Crow**: see Davis, George 

Reed 

Davis, Lieut. : II, 156 

Davis, Private George: I, 322 
Davis, Ge<^rge Reed: account of 

Bozeman killing, I, 223, 224 
Davis, Mrs. Jefferson: Virginia City 

named for, I, 205 
Davison, Edward J: I, x8 
Da3rton (Wyo.) : II, zz8, 263 
Dead White Leg, Chief: at confer- 
ence, I, 277 
Death Valley: I, 29 
Deer Creek: I, SS, 78, 162, 164, 175 
Deer Creek Station: I, 79, 8z, 82, 

152, 161, 169, 170, 172, 183, X95, 

Z98 
Deer Lodge: I, Z20, 202, footnote 
Dellenbaugh Frederick: Romance of 

the Colorado River, cited, I, 34, 

footnote 
Deming, Private Harvey S: I, 322 
Deming, Private Nolan V: II, 46-48, 

50, 71, footnote 

Dennison, , Gov. of Ohio: I, 340 

Denver (Colo.) : I, 70, 77, 89, also 

footnote, 90, also footnote, 93, 119, 

127, 128, 132, 140, 144, n, 234, 237, 

246 
Denver Stage Line: I, 90 
Desert Wells: I, 120 
De Smet, Father: I, 44, 85; diary, 

I, 249 
Devil's Backbone: I, 136, z6z, Z65 

DeviFs Gap: I, z6z 

DeviPs Gate: I, 33, 50 

Devine, William: I, z8, 239, footnote, 
240 ff.; quoted, 245, 246 

Dihring, Private Maximilian: I, 32Z 

Dillon, George: II, 2Z ; accompanied 
Phillips, I, 3z6, footnote 

Dlsay, Capt. I: II, zz2 

Dirge to the Pioneer: II, 7 

Disease: on plains, I, 54; scurvy, I, 
24Z, 245, 302; at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, II, 40, Z07, Z08 
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Dodge, Gen. Grenville M: I, 58; 
quoted, 72, 132, 133, 140, X44, 145, 
146, 147, 237, 265, II, 70, 251, 252; 
quoted, II, 250-251 ; asks more 
troops, I, X48; authority, I, 142; 
campaign methods, I, 237 ; first or- 
der, I, 137; in charge of Indian 
Dept of Mo., I, 131; Indian Cam- 
Paign of fFinter of 1864-65, quoted 
I, 142, Z43, also footnote 

Dogs: at Fort Phil Kearney, II, 45; 
owned by Arapahoes, I, 256; with 
Sir George Gore, II, 225 

Dolan, Private Perry F: I, 322 

Domestic Animals: at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 295 ,11, 99 

Donovan, Private: killed in skirmish, 

I, 30X 

Doran, Private U. B: I, 322 

Doyle, Private Thomas: II, 52, 57, 

58, 69, 71, footnote; killed, II, 61 
Drew, Lieut. William Y: I, 164, 179, 

footnote 
Drips, Andrew, II, 2x6 
Driscoll, Dennis: II, 143; wounded, 

II, 144 

Drunkenness: rare among soldiers, I, 

334 
Dry Creek: I, 244, footnote 

Dubois Creek: I, 120, II, 120 

Dull Knife, Chief: I, 339, II, 140; 

at conference, I, 277 
Duncan, George: II, 163 
Dute, Corp. William: I, 321 
Dye, Maj. William McE: in com- 
mand at Fort Fetterman, II, 147 

Eager (Mont.) : II, 265 
Eagle Head, Chief: I, 339 
Eagle Rock: I, 120 
Echo Canyon: I, 120 
Edwards, P. L: I, 41 
El Paso (Texas) : I, 64 
Elk: II, X46 

Elk Mountain: I, 71, 91, 93 
Elk Mountain Station: I, Z20 



Elkhorn Creek: II, Z14 

Elm Creek: II, 81 

Elston, Mr: captures Indians, I, 149 

Embargo: of 1843, I, 29 

Emigrant Gulch: I, 225, 227, 232 

Emigrant Road: see Oregon Trail 

Emmirs Fork: II, 120 

England: treaty with, I, 57 

Esse, John: I, 96 

Evans, Gov. John: I, 127, quoted, 

Z28 

Ewbank, Joseph: killed by Indians, 

I, «49 

Ewbanks, Mrs. Joseph: captured by 

Indians, I, 149, 150 

Fbnlon, Tip: II, 34 

Ferry: I, 81, construction of, I, 82; 
on Yellowstone River, I, 123 

Fessenden, F. M: I, x8, 294, II, 89, 
footnote 

Fessenden, Mrs. F. M: accompanied 
husband, II, 90 

Fetterman, Capt. William J: I, x9, 
2x, 287, 299-30Z, 303-3x0, 3x2, also 
footnote, 320, 332, 333, quoted, 335, 
339, 341, n, X5, 16, 20, 24, 26, 7X, 
90, too, xox, 26 x; fort named for, 

II, X47 ; killed by American Horse, 
II, x88, also footnote; sent to dis- 
perse Indians, II, X79, x8o; buried, 

I, 3'5 
Fetterman Disaster: I, 75, 8x, also 

footnote, X23, X94, 231, 232, foot- 
note, 287, 295, 297-346, II, 15, 20, 
25, 26, 32, 34, 40, 49, 52, 71, 86, 
xoi, X03, 104, X06, X47, X58, X72, 
X75, x8o, x88, X94; bodies exhumed 
and reburied, I, 315, footnote; 
false reports of, I, 324, 325; one 
of three battles with no survivors, 

I, 3x5 ; monument erected, II, 261 ; 
Red Cloud took no active part in, 

II, X87; result of, II, 39 
Fetterman Massacre Memorial Mon- 
ument: II, 82 
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Fetterman Massacre: see Fetterman 
Disaster 

Finerty, John F: II, 147, quoted, 148; 
Warpath and Bivouac^ quoted, II, 
127-131, 148 

Finfrock, Dr. J. H: quoted, I, 98, 
also footnote 

Firearms: I, 185, 268, 306, 307, II, 
54, 60, 84, 91, X54i 169; at Fort 
Phil Kearney, I, 337; at Hayfield 
Fight, II, 162, z68; at Platte Bridge 
Station, I, 179, 180, 196, 197; at 
Wagon Box Fight, II, 77; Boze- 
man's, I, 224; breech-loading rifle 
first used on plains, II, 180; col- 
lected by Indians, I, 292; contract 
train unequipped, I, 285 ; emigrants 
unequipped, I, 279; exchanged for 
pelts, II, 79; Henry rifles a nov- 
elty, I, 3x3; Indians demand, II, 
253 ; Indians equipped with, I, 13 8, 
14Z, 283; Indians offer five ponies 
for revolver, II, 92; Indians own 
Winchester rifles, II, 173; new at 
Fort Phil Kearney, II, 43 ; no more 
effective than arrows, I, 242; not 
practicable, I, 284; owned by In- 
dians, II, 48, 79; scarcity of, I, 
337; scarcity at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, II, 20, 2z; soldiers not prop- 
erly equipped, I, 261, footnote; 
Springfield rifles, II, 47; stolen by 
Indians, I, 272; troops carry old 
style, I, 231; used in Wagon Box 
Fight, II, 74; used by Indians, II, 
53 ; used to suppress mutiny, I, 239 ; 
see Ammunition 

First Dragoons: II, 72 

Fisher, Isaac: I, 305, 306; body 
found, I, 313; buried, I, 315 

Fishtale: II, 265 

Fitzgerald, : and Bridger agree 

to nurse Glass, II, 210 

Fitzgerald, Private Andrew M: I, 
322 

Fitzhugh, : I, 104, footnote 



Fitzpatrick, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, I, 290 
Fitzpatrick, Thomas: I, 37, 38, 39, 

II, 2ZO, 216, 2X8 
Flathead Indians: I, 39, II, 2x7; 

Bridger married, II, 248 
Floyd, John B: I, X04, footnote 
Fontanelle, Luden: I, 38, 39, 41, 

xox 
Flynn, Dan: II, 51 
Food: belonging to Indians burned, 

I, 257; bread cut with hatchet, I, 

326; for Fort C. F. Smith, I, 235; 

for gold-seekers, I, 207; lack of, 

I, 17X, 176, 24X, 258, 261, footnote, 
268; mostly canned at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 295; onions used to 
treat scurvy, II, xo8; prices of, I, 
133; scarce at Fort Phil Kearney, 

II, 39, 40, X05 ; train load for min- 
ing camp, I, 229 

Foote Ranch: II, xx6 

Foreman, Private Nathan: I, 322 

Fors3rth, George A: Story of a Sol- 
dier, I, 74, footnote 

Fort Atchison: I, 77, 89 

Fort Benton: I, 205, 206, 209, also 
footnote, 2x0, 232, 235 

Fort Berthold: II, 228 

Fort Boise: I, 44, 50, 86 

Fort Bridger: I, 44, 50, 53, 54, ^5i 
footnote, 71, 86, 89, footnote, 94, 
Z19, Z20, X58, 209, II, 220, 222, 
224, 243, 248, 252; description of, 
II, 222-224; established by Bridg- 
er, I, 48; teams congregated at, I, 
202 

Fort C. F. Smith: I, X5Z, footnote, 
22X, 223, 232, also footnote, 235, 
also footnote, 261, footnote, 265, 
footnote, 276, 279, footnote, 283, 
285, 29X, 332, 346, II, 20, X06, XX3- 
X15, 118-122, 132, X35-X47, also 
footnote, X5X, X59, 174, X78, 229, 
234, 254, also footnote, 257, foot- 
note, 258, footnote, 262-264; plan, 
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II, 137, 141; ammunition scarce 
at, I, 284; Colonel Carrington op- 
poses abandonment, I, 281, 282; 
Crows camped near, I, 232; extra 
garrison at, I, 279; in danger, I, 
213; infested by Indians, I, 210; 
photograph of ruins, II, 133; rein- 
forcements not sent, I, 337; sketch, 
II, 112; skirmish near, I, 283; staflf 

at, I, 336-337 

Fort Carrington: see Fort Phil Kear- 
ney 

Fort Caspar: I, 81, 85, 136, 157, 246, 
3231 325, 329i n, 37, 40, 147, foot- 
note'^ see Sweetwater Station^ 
Platte Bridge Station 

Fort Clark: I, loi 

Fort Collins (Colo.) : I, 71, 94, 127, 
Z58, 172; see also Camp Collins 

Fort Collins Road: I, 193 

Fort Connor (Reno) : I, 152, 244, 
also footnote, 245, 252, 254, 258, 
259, 265, 268, 269, II, 122; com- 
panies stationed at, I, 270; In- 
dians attack continuously, I, 271; 
Michigan cavalry at, I, 248, foot- 
note; see also Fort Reno 

Fort D. A Russell: II, 233 

Fort Ellis: I, 232, 235; built to guard 
pass, I, 210, also footnote; draw- 
ing, I, 21 z 

Fort Fetterman: I, 249, II, 25, 27, 83, 
Z14, 146-148, 258, footnote; Bridger 
transferred to, II, 234 

Fort Fisher: I, 232 

Fort Fred Steele: II, 234 

Fort Hall (Idaho) : I, 44, 48, 50, 68, 
86, 94, 105, footnote [see Errata at 
end of vol. 11], zz6, 119, 120, 206, 
2x3, 215; established by Wyeth, I, 
40 

Fort Hall-Virginia City Route: I, 215 

Fort Halleck: I, 55, 71, 90, 91, 93, 
94) 95i 9^* <20, 158, 172; condi- 
tions at, I, 95-98; horses stamped- 
ed at, I, 94, footnote 



Fort John: I, 102, 104, zzz; draw- 
ing, I, Z09 ; see Fort Laramie 

Fort Kearney (Nebr.) : I, 48, 69, 
77 ff., 89, 116, 119, 143, 2*5, 229, 
266, 291, 333» 34*1 footnote, II, 39i 
73i 89, 95i "3i "4» "9» ^^h 2*9, 
237t a4x 

Fort Kiowa: II, 210 

Fort Laramie (Wyo.) : I, 21, 39, 44, 
48» 49i 53» 54» ^Si footnote, 66, 81, 
82, 85, 89, also footnote, 94, 95, 96, 
98, 101-117, 119, i20i 127, 136, 139, 
140, 141, 144, 148, 149, 150, 152, 
156, 159, 162, 166, 172, 173, 178- 
183, 213, 225, 228, 238, 241, 244, 
248, 249, 253, 259, 261, footnote, 
266-271, 278, 279, 282, 285, 293, 
316, footnote, 317, 319, 330, 331, 
344, II, 16, 19-23, 25-27, 29, 31, 32, 

36, 37» 39» 40, 73» 83» 9©, xo2, X04, 
105, 113, 115, 119, 121, 128, 149, 
X51, 156, X72, 225, 228, 233, a34» 
236, 239, 24X, 254, 255, II, 258, 
footnote; Bridger at, II, 2328; 
Indian council held at, I, 265, II, 
i77» "99» 230; Crows at, I, 223; 
description, I, 97; drawing, I, X13; 
freighting outfits delayed at, I, 
229 ; Connor's command bound for, 
I, 245; Indians assembled at, I, 
266; Indians hung at, I, 151; mes- 
senger sent to, I, 315 ; never known 
as Fort John, I, 104; soldiers at, 

I, 239; soldiers from antagonistic 
towards General Carrington, I, 
333; treaty made at, I, 157; most 
important post, I, 78 

Fort Larned: I, 127 

Fort Leavenworth: I, izi, 182, 317, 

II, 20, 73, 81 

Fort Leavenworth Treaty: II, 194 
Fort Lyons: conference at, I, 127; 

Indians at, I, 128 
Fort McKinncy: I, 255 
Fort McPherson: I, 266, 330, 341, 

342, footnote, II, 83, Z14, ZZ9, i2z 
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Fort Mitchell: I, 78, 330, II, 114 
Fort Phil Kearney: I, 81, 151, foot- 
note^ 194, 221, 228, 232, footnote^ 
261, footnote, 263-296, 298, 299, 
303> 3'5> footnote i 3x61 footnote, 
320, 326, 329, 330, 331, 333» 34if 
342, also footnote, 344, 345» 34^i 
II, 15, 16, 19, 21, also footnote, 
24-28, 30, 31, 33, 34, 35i 37» 40, 
43, 46, 52, 54, 68, 71, footnote, 72, 
73, 80, 81-83, 87, 89, 90, 92-95, X08, 
X09, XX9, X2I, X22, 125, X32, X43, 
X44, X47, also footnote, X51, X58, 
X59, X72, X75, X78-X80, 187, 229, 
23X, 234, 254, also foonote, 257, 
footnote, 258, footnote, 262; Car- 
rington at, I, 230 ; distance from 
Fort C. F. Smith, II, X40; Indians 
burn, II, 257; invulnerable against 
Indians, II, X7x; massacre at, I, 
332; skirmishes at, I, 337; Gen. 
Wessels in command, I, 323; In- 
dians near, I, 231 ; methods used 
at, to impress Indians, I, 275, 277; 
officers, I, 297; plan of, I, 287; 
ruins of, I, 20; sketch of, I, 273; 
spelling of, I, 272, footnote; staflf 

at, I, 309, 336, 337, II, 16 
Fort Rankin: see Fort Sedgvnck 
Fort Ransom: I, 265, also footnote', 

see also Fort C, F, Smith 
Fort Reno: I, X51, footnote, 229, 230, 
232, footnote, 261, footnote, 265, 
also footnote, zjz, 275, 276, 277, 
280, 281, 29X, 295, 316, also foot- 
note, 329, 334, II, 20, 22, 35, 36, 37, 
73i 83, 90, 92, 105, 108, X09, XX 3, 
1x5, XX9, X2X-X35, X47, also foot- 
note, 149-158, 159, 171, ^72, 234, 
254, also footnote, 257, footnote, 
258, footnote 262; Carrington in 
charge of rebuilding, II, X78 ; Gen. 
Wessels in command, I, 337; horses 
and cattle driven away, I, 283 ; In- 
dians plan to destroy, II, x6x ; plan 



of, II, X29; staff at, I, 336, 337; see 
also Fort Connor 

Fort Riley: I, 143, 182 

Fort Robinson: I, 19, II, X89 

Fort Robinson Treaty: II, X94 

Fort Sedgwick: I, 72, 89, X20, 266, 
330, 342, footnote, II, 73, 89, 108, 
xxo, XI 3, X14, XX9, X2X, X44; child 
born .at, II, 90; see also Camp 
Rankin 

Fort Union: V, 220, 227 

Fort Vancouver (Wash.) : I, 40, 48, 
50, also footnote, 86 

Fort Walla Walla: I, 209 

Fort Washakie (Wyo.) : I, 151, foot- 
note, 261, footnote, II, XX3, foot- 
note, 247 

Fort Williams: see Fort Laramie 

Fountain, Gen. — ^: I, 21 

Fowls: I, 95, 97 

Fraeb, Henry: I, 39, II, 2x0 

Frank Leslie's Illustrated Weekly: 
correspondent for^ killed by In- 
dians, I, 282, II, 96 

Franklin (Mo.) : I, 26, footnote 

Freeman, Mrs. G. F: see Carrington, 
Henrietta 

Freeman, Gen. Henry B: II, X26, 
also footnote, X56 

Freeman, Mrs. Henry B : I, 329 

Freight: amount, I, 68 

Freighting: done by oxen, I, 232; 
during navigation period, I, 235; 
trains at Fort Laramie, I, 229; see 
Transportation 

Fremont, General John C: I, 29, 43, 
44, 48, 97, quoted, 106, XX5, quot- 
ed, X53, II, 239, 243; Bridger dis- 
liked, II, 234; conducts first gov- 
ernment expedition on Oregon 
Trail, I, 43; recommends military 
forts, I, 47; speech to Indians, I, 
» 107 

French Creek: II, 1x6 

Friend, John C: I, x6, 8x, footnote, 
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^7Sf 3i^» aIbo footnote, II, 22, 33; 
accompanies Col. Moonlight, I, 
152; telegraph operator at Horse- 
shoe Station, II, 21 

Fruit: at Fort Halleck, I, 95 

Fry, Col. James B: Army Sacrifices, 
quoted, II, 71-72 

Fur Companies: see under various 
names of companies 

Fur Trade: I, 31, 34, 38; articles 
traded, I, 39; route traveled by 
traders, I, 48, 49 

Fur Trading Posts: I, 38, 39, 44 

Gallagher, Corp. Patrick: I, 321 

Gallatin: I, 120, 123, 206 

Gallatin River: I, 214, 216, 219, II, 
Z20, 121 

Gallatin Valley (Mont.) : I, 207, 219, 
also footnote, 220, also footnote, 
223; cattle shipped to, I, 229 

Gallatine Mills: I, 223 

Galvanized Troops: I, 162, 179, 193, 

I95i 19^ 
Game: I, 96, 97; abundance of, I, 

220, 232; at Fort C. F. Smith, II, 

145, 146; at Fort Halleck, I, 95 

Ganard, Louis: I, 82; built bridge, 

I, 158 

Gangnier, Baptiste: I, 103, footnote, 

II, 185, also footnote, 190; in con- 
ference with Red Cloud, II, 189 

Garber, A. L: I, 17 

Garber, Mrs. A. L: I, 17, II, xi3f 
also footnote, 115, 122, 129, quoted, 
131, footnote, 141; information re- 
garding Fort C. F. Smith, II, 135, 
136, 139 

Garrett, Private John M: II, 4^*4^1 
50, 71, footnote 

Garver, Frank Harmon: Early EmU 
grant Roads and Trails in Mon- 
tana, quoted, II, I2Z 

Gaul, Chief: II, 289 

George, Col. : I, 164 

Germany: Frederick Claus emigrated 



from, II, 83; Sergt. Listmann emi- 
grated from, II, 72 
Gervais, Jean Baptiste: I, 39, II, 210 
Ghost Dance War: I, 21, II, 45, 182, 
192; Red Cloud not active in, II, 
190; Red Cloud's reasons for, II, 
195-199 
Gibson, Sergt. Samuel: I, 17, II, 55, 
71, footnote, 82 ; account of Wagon 
Box Fight, II, 39-71 ; drawing by 

I, 287 ; portrait, II, 41 ; sketch by, 

II, 55; took part in Indian Cam- 
paigns, II, 70 

Gila River: I, 29 

Gila Trail: I, 54, footnote, 63; route 

of, I, 29 
Gilchrist, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, I, 290 
Gilmore and Parker: II, 43; bull 

train at Fort Phil Kearney, II, 40 
Gitter, Private John: I, 322 
Glass, Hugh: companion of Bridger, 

II, 209, 2ZO 

Glendo (Wyo.) : I, 81 

Glenn, Lieut. : I, 95, 96, 97 

Glenrock: I, 8x 

Glover, Ridge way: II, 96, also foot- 

note, 97 ; killed by Indians, I, 282 
Gold: I, 20Z, 202; discovered, I, 33, 

206, 207; prospectors for, I, 227 
Gold-fields: I, 54, also footnote, 2x9, 

123, X25, 264, 270, footnote 
Gold-seekers: I, 29, X46, 20X, 202, 2x3 
Goodall, Private George £. R: I, 32X 
Goose Creek: I, 237, 281, II, XZ9 
Gordon, Private Francis S: I, 321 
Gore, Sir George: II, 225, 226, 227, 

228 ; burns his outfit, II, 227 
Gourd (Pumpkin) Buttes: I, 250 
Grady, Private John: II, 46, 5X, 53, 

60, 61, 62, 63, 7X, footnote 
Grand Army of the Republic: II, 33, 

34 
Grand Island: I, 49 

Grand River: II, 209 

Grant, Gen. U. S: I, 142, 272 



Index 



28s 



GrasB Lodge Creek: II, izo 
Giavea: along routes, I, 231, fool- 

iioie; for Fettetman'i commaod, I, 

315; length of, I, )tj; oa Oregon 

Trail, I, 54, SS 
"Gray Foi"; see Crook, Geniral 
"Great American Desert": I, J9 
Great Falls 11, 311 
"Great Medidne Road of the 

Whites": see Oregon Trail 
Great Salt Lake: I, 39, II, an, 23E, 

139, 3J2 ; Bridger claims to have 

discovered, II, aio 
Greeley, Horace: I, 67, 93 
Green, Private Daniel :I, jaz 
Green River: 1, 37, 38, jo, 91, 94, 

jootnoli, I30, II, »7, 2Zo; photo- 
graph of, 1, 35; rendezvous at, II, 

317; train crosung, I, 51 ; tte Black 

Fori River 
Green River Rendezvous: I, 37, 41 
Greene, Col: arrives at Fort C. F. 

Smith, II, 1(9 
Greer, Capt : I, 162, 164, 167, 

17a; in command at Platte Bridge, 

I, 166 
Gregg, Jouah; caravan conducted by, 

I, 27, Commerce of the Prairiei, 1, 

27, feelnoU 
Griffin, Private Asa H: I, 322 
Grinnell, G. B: Fighting Chtyennei, 

1, 13a; cited, II, 187 
&oetgeer*. Rev. H: I, ig, II, 300 
Gross, Private Henry: II, 71, foot- 

Grouaid, Frank: II, 116 

Grull, (contractor) : killed by 

Indiana, I, 283 

Grummond, lietn. George W: I, 300, 
303, J04, joj, 306, 312, 3ai, II, 19, 
=tOi 30, 95, 99, too; buried, I, 315 

Grummond, Mrs George W: II, 19, 
20, 40, loz ; at Fori Phil Kearney, 
I, 294 ; see also Carrington, Francet 
C. 

Guerrier, William: I, 104, foelnott 



Gumford, Private Charlei: I, 322 

Hacket, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, I, 29a 
Haggertjr, Private Henry; II, 55, 58, 

71, foolnou; killed, II, 61 
Halleck, Majoc-Gen. Henry W: I, 95 
Haller, Private Mark II, 7', /«"- 

note; wounded by bear, 11, Z€ 
Ham's Fort: I, jo 
Hamilton (Wyo.) ; see Mineri De- 
light 
Hamilton Ford: II, ii£ 

Hammond, : wounded, I, 164 

Hanea, Billy: II, 163 
Hannibal, . II, 95 

Harney, Gen. : I, 103, footnote 

Harris, : II, 48 

Harris, P -C: li, 2S4, footnote 
Harris, W. R: Catholic Church in 

America, cited, 1, 34, footnote 

Harrison, Lieut. : II, no 

Harten, Private Michael; 1, 331 
Hartz, Capt. Edward L: II, 137; 

goes for help, II, 167 
Hauser, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, 1, 290 
Hayfield Fight: I, 124, J46, II, 139, 

footnote. IS9-I74, 2S3 ! P'"". ". >«3 
Hazen, Gen. W. B: praises Fort 

Phil Kearney, I, 2Ss> 2S6 
Heart River: I, 126 
Hebard, Grace Raymond : Pathbreak- 

en from River to Ocean: quoted, 

1.39 
Helena (Mont.) : I, Sj, 120, 123, 205, 

Hell's Gate: I, £] 

Henry, Andrew: I, 34, also footnote, 

II, 206, 209; offers reward for 

nursing Glass, II, 309 
Henry, Gen. Gus: I, 166 
Henry, Gen. Guy V: quoted, 1, 176- 

177 
Henry, Michael: I, iS 
Herman, Sergt. : I, 97 
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Herrigan, Corp. Thomas F: I, 322 
Hilty, Private: I, 195; wounded, I, 

197 
Hines, Drummer: II, 45 
Hoback River: I, 32, footnote 

Holding, Sergt. : wounded, 1, 164 

Holister: tee Hollister 

Holladay, Ben: I, 126; equipment of, 

I, 67, 68 

HolUday, G. H: On the Plains in 
'6$, 1} 136, footnote 

Hollister (Holister) : II, 163; 

killed, II, 168 

Holt, Private : buried at Fort 

Reno, II, 128 

Holy Rosary Mission: Red Cloud 
buried at, II, 200; Jack Red Cloud 
buried at, II, 204 

Hoover, Sergt. Fraqk: II, 55, 58, 60, 
71, footnote 

Hoover, Sergt John M: see Hoover, 
Sergt, Frank 

Horse Creek: I, 136, 165, 166 

''Horsepower Pullman'*: I, 67 

Horses: I, 22, 26, 28, footnote, 53, 
59, 60, 63, 65, 283, 293; at Fort 
Phil Kearney, I, 336; at Fort C. 
F. Smith, I, 337; belonging to Fet- 
terman's command killed, I, 312; 
die from exhaustion, I, 241, 242; 
claims settled for, II, 25; feet 
muffled, I, Z34; found dead, I, 
258; Indians coveted, I, 232; kept 
saddled at Fort Phil Kearney, II, 
94» 99! owned by Arapahoes, I, 
256; stampeded, I, 94, 137, 271, 

II, 221 ; starve, II, 105 ; stolen, I, 
z66, 223, 284, II, Z79, 209; taken 
by Col. Carrington, I, 268; with 
Sir George Gore, II, 225 ; see also 
Mules 

Horseshoe Creek: II, Z14 

Horseshoe Station (Idaho Terr.) : I, 
75> 7^i 11^) 269, 316, also footnote, 
II, 21-23, 33, 37, 46; Phillips first 
stop, I, 3x6, footnote 



Horton, Dr. Samuel M: I, 287, II, 

69, 95 
Horton, Mrs: at Fort Phil Kearney, 

I, 294 
Hospital: I, ^14; at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, I, 287; at Fort Reno, II, 126, 
127, 129 
Hot Springs: II, 265 
Hot Springs Valley: II, Z2z 
Hough, Emerson: Traveling Old 

Trails, quoted, I, 57, footnote 
Houser, Private Ferdinand: I, 322 

Hubbard, Lieut : I, 170 

Hudson Bay Company: I, 35, 41, 86, 
97, 286; accept provisional govern- 
ment, I, 57; at first rendezvous, I, 
38; headquarters, I, 50, footnote; 
loss of power, I, 43 
Humfreville, Capt Lee: Twenty 
Years Among Our Hostile Indians: 
quoted, II, 242-246 
Humphrey's Camp: II, 37 
Hunt, Wilson Price: I, 31 
Hunton, John: I, 18, 102, also foot- 
note, Z03, also footnote, Z04, foot- 
note, II, 24, quoted, 258, footnote; 
drawing in collection of, I, Z2 
Hyde Park (Mass.) : General Car- 
rington died at, I, 342, footnote; 
home of the Carringtons, II, 30, 82 

Ice Water Springs: II, 120 
Idaho: I, 32, 33, 53, 57» 60, 63, X19, 
120, Z63, 165, 205, 206, 213; gold 
in, I, 201, 202 
Idaho Territory: I, 75, 78, 79, 83 
Illinois: Forty-ninth Infantry, II, 89 
Independence (Mo.) : I, 26, also foot- 
note, 27, 40, 44, 49, 50, 64, 78, 82, 
86, II, 233, 234; starting point for 
West, I, 77 
Independence Rock (Wyo.) : I, 49, 

S5> S9> footnote, Z52, 161, II, 215 
Indian agents: graft, II, 193, 196 
Indian Territory: I, 142, II, 248 
Indians: I, 16, 19, 20, 2Z, 22, 24, 25, 
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27, 33i 49i 53i 60, 63, 65, 71, 72, 73, 
77, 78, 81, 82, 89, footnote, 90, 94, 

97, 99, X", "9, 124, 137, 143, '45, 
147, X48, 161, 164, 165, 167, 210, 

219, 237, 240, 251, 254, 259, 260, 
263, 264, 280, 295-298, 300, 302, 303, 
305, 308, 316, 320, 324-326, 331, 
334, 335, 342, 344, 34^, II, 16, 19, 
22, 29, 36, 37, 40, 43, 44, 46, 50, 
51-53, 58, 60, 61, 63, 65, 72, 73, 76, 

77, 83, 89, 91, 93, 95-98, 100, 106, 
109, no, 113, 118, Z25, 126, 128, 
132, 144, X45, 147, 155, 156, 168, 
170-172, 206, 209, 218, 221, 222, 
229, 230, 232, 235, 236, 238, 242, 
248, 251, 257, footnote, 258, also 
footnote, 259, 260, 262, 265, 266; 
along Bozeman Road, I, 252 ; arti- 
cles traded by, I, 39; as scouts, I, 
248; at Fort Laramie, I, zi2, Z15; 
at Mud Springs, I, 141 ; at Three 
Crossings, I, 85; at winter quar- 
ters, II, X46; attack pinery, II, 47, 
48 ; attacked Platte Bridge Station; 
I, z 80-200; beg for Bible, I, 41; 
burial grounds, I, 240, 270; burn 
forts, II, z8i; camped near Fort 
Phil Kearney, I, 231 ; capture stage 
stations, I, 138-139; carry Spencer 
carbines, II, 48; casualties among, 
I, 126, 163, 257, 339; casualties at 
Hayfield Fight, II, 168, 169; cas- 
ualties at Wagon Box Fight, II, 
70, 85, 86, 181 ; conference with, I, 
275 ; congregated at Powder River, 
I, 228; cut telegraph wires, I, 133- 
137, 140; demand firearms from 
U. S., II, 253 ; depredations, I, 94, 
footnote, 127, 130, 131, 139, 171, 
229, 282, 283, 29X, II, 99, 261; at 
Fort Reno, II, 128, on Oregon 
Trail, I, 132, claims for, II, 25, 28; 
enlisted by U. S., I, 138; enraged 
by caravans, I, 220; Fremont's 
speech to, I, 107; friendly, I, 31, 
139, 169; guides, I, 31; harrass 



emigrants, I, 158; harrass trains, 
II, Z43; harrass woodchoppers, II, 
94; have sympathy of people, I, 
323; helped by U. S. deserters, I, 
193; hold council at Fort Laramie, 
I, 266; in gala dress, I, 277; in 
vicinity of Fort Phil Kearney, I, 
320; in war paint, II, 49, 76; lack 
of respect for government, I, 48, 
231 ; languages spoken by Bridger, 

I, 97; casualties at Fetterman Dis- 
aster, II, 103, 188; left North Platte 
River, I, 247; mail stolen by, I, 
66 ; method of warfare, I, 242, 243 ; 
mistaken for mail carrier, II, 157; 
mutilate dead, I, 187, 192, 199, 226, 
230, 313, II, 71, 96, loz, 180; near 
Fort Phil Kearney, II, 20; num- 
ber of, at Platte Bridge, I, 159; 
number in skirmish, I, 168; num- 
ber in Wagon Box Fight, U, 86; 
orders given to kill all males over 
twelve, I, 247; not treated fairly, 

II, Z93-199; on reservation have 
rations reduced, II, 196, 197, 198; 
outnumber white men 100 to i in 
Wagon Box Fight, II, 80; pay 
frequent visits to Cook ranch, II, 
J91 ; prepared to wipe out forts on 
Bozeman Trail, II, 159; pretend 
to be friendly, II, 92; prevented 
completion of roads, I, 209; pris- 
oners taken by, I, 149; pursue John 
Phillips, II, 2^; raids of 1864, I, 
126; raids on pack trains, I, 28; 
recover their wounded and dead, 
II, 57, 58, 70, 78 ; retreat at Wagon 
Box Fight, II, 6j, 68, 69; rob pay- 
master, I, 130; scouts, I, 249, 253; 
set fire to wagons, I, 197; shot 
Bozeman, I, 221 ; signal with mir- 
rors, II, 59, 81 ; skirmishes with, 
I, 167, 168, 169, 230, 241, II, 91, 
92, 245, 246; soldiers refuse to 
fight, I, 239; steal John Phillips 
stock, II, 28; stole horses, I, 221, 
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150; superstitions, I, 314; surpris- 
ed, II, 173 ; supposed to be in want, 
I, 325 ; thought Fort Phil Kearney 
impregnable, I, 344; trails, I, 32; 
treaty, I, 117; want to buy baby, II, 
90; war between themselves, I, 
279; war methods, I, 160, 343; 
watch movements of garrison, I, 
299; weapons, I, 141, 185, II, 54, 
64, 66 f 79, 84, 188; wear United 
States uniforms, I, 242, 243; see 
also under names of various tribes 

Ingalls, Major G. W: I, 18; por- 
trait loaned, I, xi 

'Inyan Kara": I, 22 

Iowa: soldiers on plains, I, 248; Sev- 
enth Cavalry, I, 143, 238 

Irvin, George W: member of Boze- 
man's party, I, 216 

Irving, Washington: Astoria, quoted, 

I, 32, footnote 

Jackson, David £: I, 34, 39 
Jackson, H. H: Century of Dishonor, 

II, 194, footnote 

Jackson Creek Valley: II, 117 
Jacobs, John M: I, 214 
Jacobs-Bozeman Cut-off: I, 213; 
name used for Bozeman Trail, I, 

2X6 

Jefferson [City] : I, 123 

Jefferson Barracks (St. Louis, Mo.) : 

n, 7a 

Jefferson Forks: II, 2xx, 2x6 

Jenison, Col. : II, 34 

Jenness, Lieut. John C: II, 52, 55, 
58, 62, 69, 7x, footnote, 83, X32; 
killed, II, 6x, 78, 84 

Johnson, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, I, 290 

Johnson, President: message to Con- 
gress, I, 295 

Johnson, W. G: Experiences of a 
*4ger, quoted: II, 222-224 

Johnson County (Wyo.) : I, 244, foot- 
note, 255, II, 1x6 



Johnston, Gen. Albert S: II, 224, 
252 

Jones, Private Frank: I, 323 

Jones, Private Philip C: II, 72, foot- 
note 

Jonesboro (Ga.) : Capt. Powell 
wounded at, II, 72 

Joseph, Chief: II, 175 

Judd, : accompanies John Phil- 
lips, II, 46 

Judith Basin: I, 224 

Judith Gap: I, 224 

Judson, Col. £. B. C: II, 250 

Jule, Father: II, 195, 198 

Julesburg: I, 58, 69, 72, 78, 89, also 
footnote, 90, 94, 125, 138, X40, 150, 
266, 330, II, 73, 89, 109, 236, 237; 
activities at, I, 72 ; attacked by In- 
dians, I, X30; wires cut at, I, 162 

Junction (Mont.) : I, 206 

Kansas: I, 29, 1x7, 142, 158, II, 33; 
Eleventh Cavalry, I, 58, 14X, 143, 
X48, also footnote, 160, 179, also 
footnote, 182, X83, X85, 192, 195, 
200, 228, 246; Eleventh Volunteers 
sent to Platte Bridge, I, X98 ; Fifth 
Cavalry, II, 34; Sixteenth Cavalry, 

1,238 
Kansas City (Mo.): I, 26, footnote; 

Bridger's remains removed to, II, 

251 
Kansas City Journal: II, 212 
Kansas Historical Society: I, 58, foot- 

note, 160, footnote 
Kansas River: I, 26, 49, xx6 
Karston, Corp. Frank: I, 322 
Kean, Private James: I, 322 
Kearney Herald: I, 336 
Kearney, Gen. Stephen W: I, 28, 29, 

XXI ; commands first campaign in 

West, I, XXX 
Keil, Private Herrman: I, 322 
Kelly, Mrs. Fanny: captured by In- 
dians, I, X52 
Kelly, Corp. James: I, 322, II, 126 
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Kelly, Private Martin: I, 321 

Kendrick, J. B: I, 18 

Kessler, Charles N: II, xi; draw- 
ings in collection of, I, xx, xa 

Kidd, Col. : I, 258 

Kilberg, : II, 48 

King, Gen. Charles: I, x8, 317; Cam" 
paigning with Crook, quoted, I, 
177-178 

Kinney, Capt. : I, 30X 

Kinney, J. F: I, 34X 

Kinney, Private Michael: I, 322 

Kinney, Col. N. C: II, X35; sent to 
establish Fort C. F. Smith, I, 279 

Kiowa Indians: I, 25; mean war, 
n, X45 

Kirkendall, Hugh: I, 227, II, 92 

Kirtland, Lieut: I, 329, II, 92, 150, 

Kittredge, : II ,48 

Koch, Peter: I, 232, footnote 
Kuykendall, W. L: Frontier Days: 

I, 228, footnote 

La Bonte Ford: I, 248 

La Bonte Station: I, 81, X93 

La Motte, Capt: I, 2x0 ,footnote 

La Porte: I, 90, 119 

La Prele: I, 81 

La Prele Creek: II, xx4, 147 

La Ramee, Jacques: see Laramie, 

Jacques 
La Ramie, Jacques; see Laramie, 

Jacques 
Ladeau, Antoine: I, X04 
Laggin, Private: buried at Fort Reno, 

II, 128 

Laidlaw, : II, 221 

Lake De Smet: I, 255, 272, II, 1x9 
Land of the Crows: see "Absaraka" 
Land of the Sioux : see Powder River 

Country 

Lang, : II, 48 

Lang, Sergt. Augustus: I, 305, 321 
Langford, N. P: Vigilante Days and 

Ways', quoted, X20, footnote, Z05, 



footnote, [See also Errata at end 

of vol. n] 
Laramie, Jacques: I, zo2, II, 233 
Laramie (Wyo.) : I, 93, xo2 
Laramie County: I, 102, X03 footnote 
Laramie Fork: I, xo8; see also Platte 

River 
Laramie Mountain: I, xo6 
Laramie Peace Conference: II, 230, 

254 
Laramie Peak: I, 2x, 22, 102, 1x3, 

II, 239 
Laramie Plains: I, 7X, 90, 93, xo2 
Laramie River: I, 39, 78, 94, 102, 104, 

X05, X09, X13, II, 25, xx4, 2x8 
Laramie Valley: I, 6x, II, 233 
Lard, Hank: shoots Indian, I, X87 
Larimer, Mrs: captured by Indians, 

I, X52 
Larimer Party: attacked by Indians, 

I, X52 

Larpenteur, Charles: Forty Years a 
Fur Trader on Upper Missouri: 

II, 22 X, also footnote 
Las Vegas (N. Mex.) : I, 27 

"Last Chance Gulch'': first name for 
Helena, I, 205 

Latham: I, 89, footnote, 90, 94, x2o; 
important stage station, I, 90, foot- 
note 

Laughlotts, : II, 95 

Leavenworth Times: I, 336 

Lee, Daniel: I, 41 

Lee, Acting Gov. Edward M: I, 
205 

Lee, Jason: I, 41 

Leeson, M. A: History of Montana, 
II, Z43, footnote, quoted, II, 257, 
footnote 

Leighton, A. C: I, 151, footnote, 261^ 
footnote, II, X59, 169; stock stolen 
by Indians, I, 269; sutler at Fort 
Reno, II, 125; sutler at Fort C. F. 
Smith, II, Z36 

Lennon, Corp. Robert: I, 321 

Lewis, Capt. Meriwether: I, 30 
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Lewis and Clark Expedition: I, 30, 

31, 119 
Lewiston: I, 85 
Licenses: to trade with Indians, I, 

34, footnote 
Lightle, Marie Louise: great-grand- 
daughter of Bridger, II, 251 
Lincoln (Abraham) : I, 66, 8z 
Lincoln (Nebr.) : II, 82, footnote 

Link, Lieut. : II, 91 

Link, H. H: II, 122, footnote^ 131, 

footnote 
Liquor: used as medicine, II, 69 
Lisa's Fort: I, 220, footnote 
"Little Bat": see Gangnier, Baptiste 
Little Big Horn River: I, 124, 195, 

237f 3i5i n, Z18, 120, I2Z ; Indians 

winter near, II, 146; see also Big 

Horn River 
Little Blue River: I, 49, 126 
Little, Bob: II, 163 
Little Box Elder: I, 152 
Little Goose Creek: II, 228 
Little Goose Valley: II, 117 
Little Missouri River: I, 125, 238, 240 
Little Moon, Chief: I, 277; see Two 

Moons, Chief 
Little Piney Creek: I, 275, 297, 3x9, 

n, 15, 45-48, S3, 62, 178, 180; see 

also Biff Piney Creek, Piney Creek 
Little Sandy River: I, 50 
Little Santa Fe (Mo.): II, 248 
Little Wolf, Chief: I, 339, II, 140 
Little Wound, Chief: II, 182 
Littmann, Max: I, 17, II, 49, 55, 71, 

footnote; account of Wagon Box 

Fight, II, 72-82 
Livenberger, Private : first man 

killed at Fort Phil Kearney, I, 290 
Livingston, Col. R. R: I, 140, 141 
Livingston (Mont.) : I, 223, II, 262, 

footnote, 264 
Locomotive: first at Cheyenne, II, 80 
Lodge Grass Creek: II, iz8 
Lodge Pole Creek: I, 72, 78, 89, 135, 

140, II, 114 



Lodge Pole Creek Crossing: I, 89 

Lodge Trail Ridge: I, 299,^300, 306, 
307, 3", 3x2, 346, n, 71, 180, 187 

Lodge Trail Ridge Road Fight: I, 336 

Logan, E. A: I, 18 

Longfellow: read to Bridger, II, 244 

Los Angeles (Calif.) : I, 29 

Louisville: II, 146 

Loup River: I, 240 

Lower Piney Fork: I, 250 

Lummis (C. F.) : Pioneer Transpor- 
tation in America, quoted, I, 67, 
footnote, cited, I, 69 

Lupton: I, 94 

McCarthy, Libut. Francis: II, 46 
McCarty, Artificer John: I, 322 

McClure, : Three Thousand 

Miles throuffh the Rocky Moun- 
tains, I, 225, footnote, quoted, 232, 
footnote; quoted, II, 257, footnote 
McCumber, Private — ^: II, 46 

McDonald, : I, 170 

McDonough, Private Jack: II, 45, 46 

McDougal, Sergt. : I, 195, 197 

McGuire, Private James P: I, 323 
Mackay, Major: I, 164 
McKenzie, W. $ : I, 224, also footnote 
McKenzie and Reshaw: I, 222 
McKenzie River: II, 238 
Mackey, Capt: I, 95 
McKolly, Private John: I, 323 
McLoughlin, Dr. John: mentioned, I, 
53, footnote 

McNally, Private : II, 46 

McQuarie, John H: see McQuiery, 

John H. 
McQuiery, Sergt John H: II, 44, 51, 

53, 5^, ^i, 62, 71, footnote 
McUIvane, Daniel: II, 33 
Madden, Private Thomas M: I, 322 
Madison: I, 123, II, Z19, footnote 
Madison River: II, 121 
Magazine: at Fort Reno, II, 172 
Magyars: compared with Indians as 

to war tactics, I, 343 
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Maher, Private John: I, 322 

Mail: amount sent from Virginia 
City, I, 205; carried by military 
forces, I, 232; delivered by pony 
express, I, 66; distribution at Fort 
Reno, II, 149-153; held at Fort 
Halleck, I, 94, footnote^ sent from 
Fort Phil Kearney, I, 284, 285; 
routes, I, 266 ; route changed, I, 89, 
footnote, 132; route established, I, 
64; length of time between, II, 145 

''Major General of the Bull-Whack- 
ers": I, 74 

Majors, Alexander: equipment used 
byi I, 67; Seventy Years on the 
Frontier, quoted, I, 28 

Makh-pi-ya-luta: I, 19, II, 175, 203; 
see Red Cloud, Chief 

Malade City: I, 120 

Man-Afraid-of-his-Horses, Chief: re- 
fuses to join council, I, 267 

Man-that-Stands-on-the-Ground, 
Chief: at conference, I, 277 

Man-that-Strikes-Hard, Chief: I, 278, 
footnote 

Mandan Villages: I, loi 

Manderson (S. D.) : Hy i7iy 190 

Marias River: I, 30 

Marsh, Prof. : called on Red 

Cloud, II, Z85, z86 

Marshal Station: II, 147 

Massachusetts: II, 38 

Massacre Hill: II, 52, 57, zi6, Z17, 
261, 264; see also Prairie Dog Di- 
vide 

Mather, : II, xi6 

Mathews, A. £: drawing by, I, 233 

Matson, Lieut. : I, 310, 333 

Maurer, John: II, 95 

Mead Creek: II, 1x7 

Meadow Creek: II, 121 

Meagher, Gen. T. F: letter to, I, 221 

Meanor, William, Ranch: II, 1x7 

Medals: worn by Indians, I, 277 

Medicine Bow Range: I, 93 

Medicine Bow Station: I, 120, II, 234 



^'Medicine Road": see Oregon Trail 

Merchandise: I, 29; destroyed by 
Indians, I, 132; for gold-seekers, I, 
207; on plains, I, 27; value car- 
ried in caravans, I, 28, footnote 

Messiah Craze: II, 189 

Metzger, Bugler Adolph: I, 322 

Mexican War: I, 28, II, 135, footnote 

Mexico: I, 25, 29, II, 222; conquest 
of, I, 29 

Michigan: soldiers on plains, I, 248; 
cavalry garrison first military post 
on Powder River, I, 248, also foot- 
note'. Sixth Cavalry at Fort Con- 
nor, I, 254; Sixth Cavalry at Platte 
Bridge, I, 200; Volunteers at Fort 
Connor, I, 270, also footnote'. Sixth 
Cavalry, I, 166, 171, lyz 

Military Road: I, 209 

Military Stations: I, 77 ff, 229 

Milk River: II, 220 

Millard's Spring: II, 120 

Mills, : II, 230 

Miners: ready to ally with Indians, 
I, 280 

Miner's Delight (Wyo.) : I, 203 

Minneconjou Sioux Indians: I, 286 

Mission Creek: I, 223 

Missionaries: with fur companies, 
I, 4X, 42 

Missouri: I, X42, 209, also footnote; 
Second Light Artillery, I, 238; 
Twelfth Cavalry, I, 238 

Missouri Fur Company: II, 206 

Missouri Republican: quoted, I, 34, 
footnote 

Missouri River: I, 30, 3x, 34, foot- 
note, 37, 48, 49, 60, 64, X17, XX9, 
X25, X42, 155, 207, 209, 2x0, 2x3, 
2x4, 2x6, 219, 225, 232, 323, II, 206, 
210, 2XX, 2x6, 222, 227, 233, 236, 
237, 260, 266; Bozeman reached, 
I, 215; Second Artillery, II, 248; 
soldiers on plains, I, 248; see also 
under various cities 

Missouri Territory: I, 78 
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Mitchell, Gen. Robert B: I, 9S, 140; 
fort named for, I, 78 

Moellman, C: I, z6, 75, 79, 82, 87, 
91, 113, 173 

Monarch (Wyo.) : II, 143 

Mondell, F. W: II, 25 

Monker, : II, xi6 

Montana: I, 21, 33, 53, 57, 60, 63, 
68, 71, 90, footnotet 1x9, X20, 131, 
X55, 165, 206, 207, 209, 210, 2x3- 
2x5, 219, footnote^ 220, 223, 225, 
228, 23s, 237, 241, footnote, 254, 
264, 265, 270, footnote, 3x5, 336, 
II, 32, XX 8, 119, footnote, X2X, 132, 
X45, x8i, 230, 257, footnote t 258, 
also footnote, 259, 262, footnote, 
263, 264; caravans for, I, 226; 
gold discovered, I, X25, X77, 20X, 
202, 205, 214; governor called for 
volunteers, I, 2x0; home of Black- 
foot Indians, I, 30; law and or- 
der, I, 207, 208; population of, I, 
213, of camps, I, 206; principal 
route to, I, 232, footnote', shorter 
route, I, 123; supplies for, I, 229; 
transporting supplies, I, 213 

Montana Agricultural College: II, 265 

Montana City: I, 206 

Montana Historical Society Collec- 
tions: quoted, I, 202, footnote, az6, 
footnote, 226, footnote, quoted, I, 
232, footnote, II, 1x3, footnote, I, 
221, footnote; quoted, II, X39, foot- 
note, 140, footnote, II, 225, footnote 

Montana Post: I, 221, footnote 

Montana Road: I, 2x3, II, 128 

Moonlight, Gen. Thomas: quoted, I, 
X4X, X48, also footnote, 152, x6x, 
162, 163, II, 34; report, I, X49 

Moore, Dave: II, 46 

Moorehead, W. K: American Indian, 
quoted, II, 192-X95; friend of Red 
Cloud, II, X92 

Morgan, Sergt. William: I, 32X 

Morgan Raid: I, X93 

"Mormon Road": see Oregon Trail 



Mormon Trail: I, 225, II, 220 
Mormons: I, 25, 44, 58, X31, II, 227; 

disliked Bridger, II, 224; on Ore- 
gon Trail, I, 45 

Morris, Sergt. : I, 95, 96 

Morris, Mrs. Esther Hobart: first 

woman Justice of Peace in Wyo., 

I, 202 
Mount Washington Cemetery: Bridg- 

er's remains removed to, II, 251 
Mountain Chief and sons: with 

Crows, I, 223, 224 
Mounted Volunteers: I, 2x0 
Mud Springs: I, 139; skirmish at, 

I, X4X 
Muddy Creek: I, 93, footnote 
Mules: I, 22, 26, 28, footnote, 60, 63, 

96, II, 78, x66; Indians coveted, I, 

232; number used, I, 67; starving, 

I> 329; stolen by Indians, I, 280; 

see also Horses 
Mullen, Lieut. John: supervised 

road: I, 209 
Mullen Road: I, 2x0 
Murphy, Private : buried at Fort 

Reno, II, X28 
Murphy, Hugh: I, 321 

Murray, : II, 95 

Murray, Alexander H: drawing by, 

I, 109 
Music: brass band of forty pieces 

with Carrington, I, 268 
Mutiny: on plains, I, 239 

Nebraska: I, 1x7, X42, 295, II, 8x, 

175 
Nebraska Territory: I, 75, 78, X04, 

footnote, Z42 

Nebraska University: II, 19X 

Negroes: servants at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, I, 294 

Nevada: I, 29, 33, 53, xo2, footnote, 
X23, 202, 206; gold in, I, 201; 
miners, I, 207 

Nevada City: I, 206 

New England: II, 38 
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New Haven (Conn.) : Red Cloud 

visits, II, z86 
New Mexico: I, 28, 142 
New York Tribune*. I, 336 
Nez Perce Indians: II, 175, 2x7 
Nickerson, Capt. H. G: I, z8 
Nicoli, Antonio: I, 17; sketch by, I, 

273 
Nine-mile Creek: II, 115 
Niobrara River: I, 22, 239, 240, 258, 

II, 22, 282, 191 
Norris, Brevet-major ; I, 329 

North, Major Frank: I, 138, 253, 256, 

II, 229; finds dead horses, I, 258; 

goes to relief of Col. Cole, I, 257; 

in command of Indians in ]J. S. 

Army, I, 238, 248, 261 
North Fork: I, 258 
North Platte Country: I, 126 
North Platte River: I, 33, 49, 54, 55, 

66} 7O) 78, 81, 89, footnote i 99, 102, 

104, footnote t 105, Z09, 1 19, Z20, 

i43i 155, 157, 158, 176, 179, ai5i 
2x6, 225, 226, 24Z, 247, 248, 263, 

266, 278, 279, 3x6, also footnote, 

3231 326, 345, II, 73» "4, "9, foot- 
note, Z46, Z47, 220, 258, footnote, 
259, 260, 26z, 264; see also Platte 
River 
North Platte Road: I, Z20, Z35, Z36, 

2Z3 

North Platte Route: I, 72, 77, 78, 94, 
210; see also Oregon Trail 

North Platte Trail: I, Z58, II, 176 

Northern Pacific Railroad: II, 262, 
footnote', supplanted Bozeman 
Trail, I, 220, footnote 

Nugens, Private George W: I, 323 

Nuttal, Thomas: I, 4Z 

Oath of Allegiance to United 
States: emigrants required to take, 
1,209 

Oberly, : killed at Fort Phil 

Kearney, I, 290 

O'Brien, Capt. Nicholas J: I, Z30, 



254; prevents Indians from re- 
turning, I, 256 

Obsidian Cliff: II, 2Z3 

Ogallala Sioux Indians: I, 20, Z38, 
Z49, 267, II, 28, 203; at Fetter- 
man Disaster, I, 339; Red Cloud, 
their chief, II, Z75 ; treaty with U. 
S., I, ZZ7 

O'Garra, Private Michael: I, 32Z 

Ogden's Hole: II, 2xx 

0*Hara, Theodore: II, 7 

Ohio: I, X93, II, 107; Eleventh Cav- 
alry, I, 16, 75, 79, 83, 87, 91, 98, 
1x3, X52, z66, z68, Z72, Z73, Z75, 
z82, Z83, Z84, 193, 261, II, 234, 236; 
stationed at Fort Halleck, I, 94; on 
plains, I, 248 

Oil: found at Lake De Smet, I, 255 

Oklahoma: I, 338 

Old Crow, Chief: quoted, I, X56 

Old David, Chief: I, 256 

Old Little Wolf, Chief: II, 257 

Old Pioneers of Wyoming: see ITy- 
oming Old Pioneers 

Old Spanish Trail: route of, I, 29 

Omaha: I, 78, 140, 144, 225, 238, 239, 
244, 298, 3x6, footnote, 319, II, 22, 
39, footnote, 82; soldiers from an- 
tagonistic toward Gen. Carring- 
ton, I, 333 

Omaha Indians: in U. S. Army, I, 
238, 248 

Oregon, I, 42, 53, 57, 7X, 86, 94, 116, 
X31, X63, 206, 209, II, 2x6 

Oregon Country: I, 41, 54, xoi ; gov- 
ernment, I, 57 

Oregon Road: see Oregon Trail 

Oregon Route: military posts on, I, 

"5 
Oregon Short Line Railroad: I, 86, 

footnote 

Oregon Territory: I, 33; organized, 

1,57 
Oregon Trail: I, 15, x6, 28, 33, 34, 

39, 40, 44, 48, 49, 50, 53, 54, foot- 
note, 57, also footnote, 59, 60, 65, 
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^1 70, 71. 77. 78. 8«, «*i Wi *9. 

90, 94, loi, 103, footnote t 104, /09/- 
note, 107, III, 117, 119, 130, 136, 
138, 148, 156, 157, 159, i7^» ao5, 
206, 209, footnote J 210, 215, 225, 
247, 266, 330, II, 114, 121, 209, 215, 
253; conditions on, I, 126; con- 
gestion on, I, 131, 132; emigrant 
trains on, I, 51; first goremment 
expedition orer, I, 43; first trav- 
eled bj women, I, 42; freighting 
on, I, 67 

Orin Junction: I, 81, 265, II, 114 

Osage Indians: I, 25 

Osborne, Gov. Tom: II, 34 

Ostrander, A. B: I, 17, II, 22, 109, 
no, 122, 129, quoted, 125-127, quot- 
ed, II, 140; account of John Phil- 
lips ride, II, 32-38; reminiscences 
of Fort Reno, II, 149-158 

Otter Hat, Chief: I, 106 

Otter Tail, Chief: I, 103, footnote 

Ould, Dr. : I, 311 

Overland Road: I, 61, 158 

Overland Route: I, 53, 90, also foot- 
note, 93, 94, 119, 266, II, 25a; con- 
ditions on, I, 126 

Overland Stage Route: I, 15, 55, 90, 
lai, II, 253 

Overland Trail: I, 65, 67, 91, 117, 
148, 176, 215, II, 37, 237, 241; In- 
dians control, I, 141 ; mail and ex- 
press route, I, 235; see also Ore- 
gon Trail ; military forts, I, 47, 48 ; 
number of emigrants on, I, 54; 
path of the homeseeker, I, 235; 
pony express on, I, 65 ; railroad 
follows, I, 89, footnote \ route be- 
fore Fort Bridger built, I, 50; toll- 
gates, I, 158; various names for, 
I, 33 ; see also North Platte Route, 
Overland Trail 

Oxen: I, 27, 59; cost of, I, 67, foot- 
note \ distances made by, I, 28; 
first used for transportation, I, 26; 
names of, I, 77; number used, I, 



28, 67; owned by Russell, Majors, 
and Waddell, I, 68 ; ated by Bon- 
neville, I, 40; used for frdghtiog; 

I, 23a 

P. K. Ranch: II, 118 

Pacific Coast: I, 30, 32, 40, 59, 63, 

2IO 

Pacific Ocean: I, 30, 37, 86, 131, 203, 

II, 215 

Pacific Springs: I, 50; first stopping 
place for emigrants on Oregon 
Trail, I, 203 
Pacific Springs Station: I, 86 
Pacific Telegraph Company: I, 152 
Pack trains: I, 26; see Caravans 
Pahner, Gen. Henry E: I, 246, quot- 
ed, 248, 253, 255, quoted, 259, II, 
122; diary, I, 249, II, 228-229 
Palmer, Joel: Journal^ quoted, I, xo8 
Panama Route: I, 54, footnote, 64 
Panther Mountains: I, 241, also foot* 

note 
Parker, Rev. Samuel: I, 41, ^'Jour- 
nal of Exploring Tour Beyond the 
Rocky Mountains', quoted, II, 217- 
218 
Parkman, Francis: The Oregon Trail 

quoted, I, 1x2 
Parkman (Wyo.) : II, 261, 263, also 

footnote 264 
Parmelee, Edward: I, 17, II, 122, al- 
so footnote, 129, 131, also footnote, 
quoted, 132, 135, II, 154 
Pass Creek: II, xi8, Z20 
Pawnee Indians: I, 25, 138, 249, 253, 
II, 95, 229; aids to U. S., I, 139; 
discover Indian village, I, 256; 
enemies with Sioux, II, 177; go to 
relief of Col. Cole, I, 257; in U. 
S. Army, I, 238, 244, 248, 261 
Pawnee Killer, Chief: I, 339 
Payne, Private Franklin: I, 323 
Pa3me Ranch: II, Z17 
Pelts: exchanged for beads, I, zoz ; 
see also beaver skins 
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Pemberton, W. Y: I, 18, 221, footnote 
Peneau Creek: see Prairie Dog Creek 
Pennick, Sergt. Isaac B: I, 5S; diary, 

I» 136, i57> 160-172 
Peno Creek: I, 255, 307, II, 119 
Perry, Capt John A: II, zi, iZ2 
Phil Kearney Massacre: I, 232, foot- 
note 
Phillips, Private Freeland: II, 58, 72 
Phillips, Corp. George: I, 322 
Phillips, John: I, 75, 8x, 287, 315, 316, 
footnote, 317, 319, II, 15-39, 102, 
Z08, 158, 172, 173 ; en route to Fort 
Laramie, I, 3z6; portrait, II, 17; 
presents robe to Mrs. .Grummond, 
II, 20 
Phillips, Mrs. John: receives com- 
pensation from United States, II, 25 
Phillips, "Portugee": see John Phil- 

lips 
Picket Point: tee Pilot Hill 
Piegan Indians: Crows claimed killed 
Bozeman, I, 224; with Crows, I, 
223 
Pierre's Hole: rendezvous at, II, 2x5, 

2z6 
Pike's Peak : I, 20Z, 202, also footnote 
Pilot Hill: I, 293, 302, 305, 307, II, 
8z, 93, zoo; danger signals from, 

I, 299 

'Tilot Knobs": see Teton Peaks 
Pine Ridge Reservation: II, 70, Z75, 
also footnote, z82, Z85, Z89, Z90, 
Z92, Z95; Jack Red Cloud died at, 

II, 204; Red Cloud's daughters live 
at, II, 200; Red Cloud dies at, II, 
200 

Piney Creek: I, 302, 3Z5, II, 7z, 

footnote, zz6; see also Little Piney 

Creek, Big Piney Creek 
Piney Fork: I, 255, 275, 276 
Piney River: I, 270, 272, 276, 289 
Placerville (Calif.) : I, 65 
Platte Bridge: I, 8z, x6o, z6z, Z65, 

z66, 246, 247, 249 ; Indians camped 

near, I, Z59 



Platte Bridge Fight: I, Z23 

Platte Bridge Station (Idaho Terri- 
tory) : I, 82, Z35, Z43, 152, 172, ^73; 
changed to Fort Caspar, I, z6o, 
Z75; Indian fight at, I, Z79-200; 
see also Fort Caspar 

'Tlatte Indians": I, z3z 

Platte River: I, Z9, 25, 28, 30, 3Z, 33, 

481 49, 72i 77, 82, wi, '08, zz6, 
ZZ9, Z26, Z30, Z3Z, Z36, Z37, Z38, 
Z39, Z4Z, Z44, Z48, Z59, z6z, z62, 
Z63, Z70, 226, 228, 232, 237, 245, 
248, 249, 269, 276, 290, 3Z3, 3Z9, 
330, II, 89, ZZ3, ZZ4, Z2Z, Z47, z6o, 

"73, 175, 230, 234; U. S. Fifth 
Cavalry camped at, I, 20; Indians 
want troops removed, I, 264; see 
also North Platte River, South 
Platte River 
Platte Road: see Oregon Trail 
Platte Route: see Oregon Trail 
Pleasant Valley (Idaho) : I, Z20 
Plum Creek (Nebr.) : II, 8z 
Plumb, Col. Preston B: I, Z58, z6z, 
Z62; in command of Fort Halleck, 

I, 94 
Pocatello (Idaho) : I, 86, footnote 

Poison Creek: I, Z36 

Poison Spider Creek: I, 33 

Pomp Creek: II, zz7 

Ponies: belonging to Indians cap- 
tured, I, 256; see Horses 

Pony Express: I, 25, 53, 6sflF; dis- 
continued, I, 70; organized, I, 65; 
trail used, I, 65 

Pope, General - — : I, Z46; order, I, 
Z75; organized expedition, I, 265; 
reprimands Gen. Connor, I, 247 

Porter, Mr: II, 46 

Porter, Private: I, Z95 

Porter, Corp. Riley: II, 46 

Portland Oregonian: I, 2zo, footnote 

Portneuf (Idaho) : I, 40 

Portneuf Canyon: I, z2o, Z04, foot- 
note, Z05, footnote [see Errata at 
end of vol, n] 
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Portneuf River: I, 48 

Potts, : I, 220, footnote 

Fourier, Baptiste: I, 103, footnote^ 
II, Z71, 185, 190, also footnote \ 
hired to guard camp, II, 171 
Powder River: I, 19, 24, 8z, 120, 125, 

144, »53» i59i i6a, i^^i 22^1 a37» 
24Z, 242, 244, also footnote, 245, 

248-250, 252, 254, 255, 261, foot- 
note, 263, 265, 270, 272, 275, 289, 
316, II, 37, 90, 108, 109, 1x5, 122, 
125, 126, 127, X31, footnote, 177, 
178, 225, 228, 262, 263; Indians 
traveling toward, I, 247 
Powder River Country: I, 31, 99, 
Z03, footnote, Z20, 139, 146, 148, 
»55, i59> 17^1 "I, 231, 240, 246, 
247, 250, footnote, 260, 263, 264, 
267, 268, 269, 277, 285, 290, 29Z, 

298, 303, 306, 313, 315, 323» 324» 
342, footnote, 343, 345, II, 19, 89, 
127, 146, 148, 178, 229, 253, 254, 
258; caravans start for, I, 229; 
expedition ordered to, I, 237, 239; 
Indians congregated in, I, 228; 
land selected for first fort in, I, 
252; number of soldiers in, I, 266; 
Red Cloud insists on evacuation, 

Ii 344> 345 
Powder River Indian Expedition: I, 

X23, 148, 163, 178, 237-261, II, 

Z22 

Powder River Road: I, 213, II, 257, 
footnote; not enough soldiers on, 
I, 228 
Powder River Territory: I, 143 
Powder River Valley: II, 149 
Powell, Maj. James W: I, 287, 302, 
306, 333, 340, 34I1 II, 447 50^ 
53, 55, 57, 58, 67, 68, 70, 71, foot- 
note, 73, 74, 83; compliment to, II, 
7X-72 
Prairie Dog Creek: II, 1x7, 228, 229 
Prairie Dog Divide: II, 116 
Prairie Grove: I, 185 
"Prairie Schooners": I, 69 



Pretty Bear, Chief: at conference, I, 

277 
Pretty Eagle: killed Piegans, I, 224 

Prior: II, 265 

Prior Creek: see Pry or Creek 

Prior Fork: see Pry or Fork 

Prior River: see Pryor River 

Proctor, Gen. : I, 329, II, 36, 

156; commander at Fort Reno, I, 

316 stockade around Fort Reno, 

II, 172 
Provost, Etienne: I, 34, 38 
Pryor (Prior) Creek: Indians not 

troublesome west of, I, 235 
Pryor (Prior) Fork: II, 120, 263 
Pryor (Prior) River: I, 120, II, 120 
Pumpkin Buttes: I, 25X, 258, II, 1x9, 

footnote; see Gourd Buttes 
Pumpkin Creek: I, 266 

QuiNN, Corp. John: I, 321 
Quively, A. M: Yellowstone Expedi- 
tion of 1874, II, X40, footnote 

Rabbit-That-Jumps, Chief: at con- 
ference, I, 277 

Railroads: follows Oregon Trail, I, 
89, footnote; Oregon Trail first 
surveyed for, I, 43 

Rain-in-the-Face, Chief: II, 45, 70 

Ram;6, Jacques de la: see Laramie, 
Jacques 

Rawhide Butte: I, 2x, 22 

Rawlins (Wyo.) : I, 8x, footnote, 93, 
footnote, 290, footnote, II, 2x 

Ra3rmond, Sergt. Francis: I, 321 

Raynolds, Gen. W. F: I, 44, quoted, 
47, quoted, I, 250, footnote, II, 
XX 8, footnote; first to receive mail 
by pony express, I, 66 

Red Arm, Chief: II, X40, at confer- 
ence, I, 277 

Red Buttes: I, X69, 216, II, X2x 

Red Cloud, Chief: I, 17, X9, 2x, 22, 
*3, »03, footnote, 265, 270, 299, 
303, 334, 339, also footnote, 343, 
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II, 16, 26, 28, 29, 40, 45, 53, 66, 
71, 86, 104, 175-2041 229» 230, 254, 
259, 260, 261, 262; commanded In- 
dians, I, 283; cunning, II, 15; de- 
clared war, I, 271 ; in conmiand at 
Wagon Box Fight, II, 65, 67 ; meth- 
od of terminating councils, I, 345 ; 
refuses to join council, I, 267; re- 
fuses to surrender, I, 278, 344; 
states loss at Wagon Box Fight, II, 
70; successful raids, I, 264; coun- 
cil with Red Cloud, II, 199 ; warn- 
ing to white men, I, 20; would 

. starve out soldiers, I, 281 

Red Cloud, Jack: II, 200, 203; buried 
at Holy Rosary Mission, II, 204 

Red Cloud Agency: II, 185, z88, 
200 

Red Cloud Buttes: II, 200, 20Z 

**Red Napoleon of the Plains": see 
Red Cloud, Chief, II, 175 

Reed, Private Delos: I, 322 

'^Register of the Desert": I, 85 

Reid, John: I, 95 

Religious Services : at Fort Phil Kear- 
ney, II, 98 

Rendezvous: I, 103, footnote \ at 
Green River, II, 217; of General 
Connor, I, 257; first to Northwest, 

I, 35 
Rent, Jules: I, 90 

Reno, .Gen. Jesse L: Fort Reno named 

for, I, 265, footnote 
Reno Road: I, 214 

Republican River: I, 141, II, 80, 260 
Reshaw (Richard) Creek: I, 164 
Reshaw Brothers: I, 103, footnote 
Revere, Paul: compared with John 

PhilUps, II, 19, 38 
Revolvers: see Firearms 
Reynolds, Joseph J: I, 19 
Rejrnolds, Peter, Ranch: II, zi8 
Richard, Mrs. Louisa: II, 200 
Richard (Reshaw) : I, 226 
Richards Brothers: see Reshaw 

Brothers 



Richardson, Albert D: I, 67 
Richmond (Va.) : Bridger born at, 

II, 205, 207 
Rifle pits: at Fort C. F. Smith, II, 

139, 141 
Rifles: see Firearms 

Riley, Private: buried at Fort Reno, 

II, 128 

Rioi Gallinas: I, 27 

Rio Grande: I, 29 

Rio Mora: I, 27 

Roads: to the West, see under vari- 
ous names 

Robbers Retreat: I, 120 

Roberts, : I, 97 

Robertson, Sergt. Francis: II, 52, 53, 
62, 71, footnote 

Rock Creek: I, 175 

Rock Creek Station: I, 120 

Rock Creek Valley: II, 116 

Rocky Fork: II, 120 

Rocky Mountains: I, 25, 30, 32, 34, 
37i 43, 86, 97, 146, 207, 214, 254, 
II, 225, 233, 241, 246, 257, footnote 

Rocky Mountain Fur Company: I, 
34, also footnote, 97, II, 2zi, 2x8; 
Bridger interested in, II, 210; own- 
ers of, I, 39 

Rocky Mountain Pass: I, 31 

Rocky Ridge Station: I, 162, also 
footnote, 165, 175; see also St. 
Mary's Station 

Rooney, Sergt. Patrick: I, 321 

Root and Connelley: Overland Stage 
to California, I, 69, footnote, cited, 
90, footnote 

Rosebud (Mont.) : I, 257, footnote 

Rosebud River: I, 257, also footnote, 
258, 263, II, 120 

Rosenburg, Private Jacob: I, 321 

Ross (Wyo.) : II, 115 

Rotten Grass Creek: II, xi8, Z20 

Rotten Grass Valley: II, 118 

Royer, Indian agent: ridiculed by In- 
dians, II, 189 

Running Water: I, 140 
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Russell, William H: organized pony 
express, I, 65 

Russell, Majors, and Waddell: equip- 
ment owned, I, 68 

Ryan, Private James: I, 323 

Sabillb Creek: II, 233 

Sacajawea, Indian guide: I, 31, 219, 

footnote 
Sacajawea Pass: I, 220, footnote 

Sackett, : II, 117 

Sacramento (Calif.) : I, 59, 64, 86 

Sage Creek: I, 93, footnote^ II, Z14 

Sage Creek Station: 1, 120, 330, II, 37 

St. Joe (Mo.) : II, 238, 239 

St. Joseph (Mo.) : I, 65 

St. Louis (Mo.) : I, 26, also foot- 

note, 31, 34, also footnote, 145, 210, 

II, 82, Z46, 225, 228, 246, 247, 248 ; 

arrival of Astorians at, I, 33; 

Bridger family move to, II, 206; 

Sergt. Littmann at, II, 72, footnote 
St Mary's Station (Idaho Terr.) : I, 

85, 87, 152 
St.^ Peter's Rock: II, 224 
Salmon Falls: I, 50 
Salmon River: I, 2x0 
Salt Lake: I, 64, 82, 90, footnote 
Salt Lake City (Utah): I, 94, Z20, 

205, 232, 246 
Salt Lake, Columbia and California 

Expedition: I, 43 
Salt Lake Road: I, 207, 209 
Salt Lake Route: I, 33 
Salt Lake Tribune: I, 261, footnote 

Sample, Orderly : I, 308, 341 

San Miguel: I, 27 

Sand Creek (Colo.) : I, 127, 128, II, 

"5 
Sand Creek Massacre: I, 128, 129, 

also footnote; see also Chivington 

Massacre 

Santa Anna, President of Mexico: 

I, 28, 315 
Santa Fe (N. Mex.) : I, 25, 27, 29, 49 

Santa Fe Trail: I, 25, 49, 54, foot- 



note, 63, 77 ,111, Z42; harrassed 
by Indians, I, 141; length, I, 26; 
traffic on, I, 26; route of, I, 27; 
camels used on, I, 63; reasons for 
temporary abandonment, I, 28; 
road of commerce, I, 235; used as 
military road, I, 28 

Sarpy, John B: I, lox 

Saville: see Adams and Sybil 

Sawmills: I, 268, 275, 287, 289; at 
Fort C. F. Smith, II, 136, 141, 144, 
145; at Fort Fetterman, II, 147, 
footnote ', at Fort Phil Kearney, II, 
92, 93 ; at Fort Reno, II, 129 

Schonborn, Anton: II, Z12, 123 

Scott, General : I, 342, footnote 

Scott, Sir Walter: read to Bridger, 
II, 226 

Scott's Bluffs: I, 49, 330, II, Z14 

Scully, Mr: II, 222 

Sedgwick, Major-Gen. John: I, 89 

Sevier River: I, 29 

Shakespeare: Bridger fond of, II, 
226, 231 

Shannon, Private Patrick: I, 321 

Sharkey, Corp. Michael: I, 322 

Shell Creek: II, iz6 

Shepard, Cyrus: I, 41 

Sheridan, Gen. P. H: ride compared 
to John Phillips, II, 31 

Sheridan (Wyo.) : I, 239, II, 82 

Sherman, Gen. W. T: I, 103, foot' 
note, 282, 331, 340, 341, II, 54, 
quoted, 258, 259, 260; advised wo- 
men to accompany expeditions, I, 
291 

Shields River: I, 2x9, II, Z2i 

Shipley, : I, 95, 96 

Shoshone Indians: I, 31, 219, foot' 
note, II, 217, 248 

Shoshore River: II, 145 

Shotwell, A. J: II, 234, quoted, 235- 
242 

Shurly, Maj. £. R. P: sent to Fort 
C. F. Smith, II, 144 

Sibyl [Sibyile] : see Adams and Sybil 
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Sihasapa Indians: I, 138, footnote 
Sioux Campaign of 1876: I, 138, II, 

70, 148, 171, 182, x88 
Sioux City (Iowa) : I, 257, II, 132 
Sioux Country: II, Z15 
Sioux County (Nebr.) : II, 22, 182 
Sioux Indians: I, 15, 20, zoi, 103, 
footnote, 125, 126, Z29, 130, 170, 
177, 235, 245, 263, 265, 269, 271, 
276, 277, 280, 281, 306, 342, foot- 
note, II, 16, 19, 25, 26, 30, 31, 49, 
7O) 79> 95> 128, Z40, also footnote, 
Z59, 160, 176, 177, 182, 185, 186, 
187, 221, 230, 257, footnote, 259- 
263 ; angered, I, 228 ; at Pine Ridge 
Reservation, 11, 185; at Platte 
Bridge, I, 186, 187, 193; attack 
Cody, I, 85; attack caravans, I, 
152, 226, II, 40; attack pickets, I, 
283; banded with Cheyennes, I, 
Z59; Bozeman Trail their battle 
ground, I, 235; burned Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 273; captured, I, 149; 
censure Chief Black Horse, I, 279; 
chiefs at Fetterman Disaster, I, 
339; conditions of treaty accepted 
by U. S., II, i8z; disagree with 
Cheyennes, II, 160, 188; disliked 
Bridger, II, 231 ; enemies with 
Crows, I, 264; farewell to Capt. 
Cook's son, I, 191; followed Boze- 
man, I, 215; hunting grounds, II, 
177; land claimed by, I, zi6; 
lodges at Fort Laramie, I, 106; 
loss at Hayfield Fight, II, Z69; 
mean war, II, 145; method of at- 
tack, I, 338; nickname for Gen. 
Crook, I, 23; on Oregon Trail, I, 
132; pretend to be Crows, II, Z43; 
quarrel with Crows, II, 145; raid 
Crows, I, 155, 156; raid Fort 
Phil Kearney, I, 282; served in 
World War, II, 263, footnote', 
skirmish with U. S. scouts, I, 253; 
skirmishes at Fort Phil Kearney, 
I, 179; territory, I, 345; threaten 



white men, I, 279; trade with 
Crows for ammunition, II, 143, 
footnote; treaties with, I, 123, 157, 
267; see also Ogallala Sioux In- 
dians 

Sioux Reservation: I, 21, II, 259 

Sitting Bull, Chief: I, 20, II, 175, 26Z 

Slade, Alf: see Slade, Joe 

Slade, Jack: see Slade, Joe 

Slade, John A: I, 8z 

Slade, Joseph A: I, 90, 93 

Slagle, Private : buried at Fort 

Reno, II, 128 

Slim Buttes: Indians at, I, 21 

Slow Bear, Mrs. Libbie: II, 200 

Smith, Major : II, 69 

Smith, Sergt. Alex: I, 322 

Smith, Gen. Charles Ferguson : I, 279, 
footnote'. Fort C. F. Smtih named 
for, II, 135, footnote 

Smith, Green Clay: Governor of 
Montana, I, 210 

Smith, Jackson, and Sublette: sold 
Rocky Mountain Fur Co., II, 210, 211 

Smith, Jedediah: I, 32, footnote, 34, 

39i 40 

Smith, Gen. John E: It, 144 

Smith, Capt John W: post trader at 
Fort C. F. Smith, II, 143, footnote 

Smith, Private Patrick: I, 321; killed 
at Fort Phil Kearney, I, 290 

Smith, Corp. W. H: I, 182 

Smoky Hill River: II, 260 

Snake Fork: I, 150 

Snake Indians: I, 39, 276; as mes- 
senger, I, 198; Bridger married, 
II, 248; friendly, I, z88; scouts, 

I, 169 
Snake River: I, 32, 40, 48, 50, 86, 

120, 209, 215 
Soap Creek: II, 118 
Soldier Creek: II, 118 
Somers, Private John L: II, 55, 72, 

footnote 
South Dakota: I, IZ7, Z75, 182, 200; 

see also Dakotas (The) 



300 



The Bozeman Trail 



South Mountain (Md.) : Gen. Reno 
killed at, I, 265, footnoU 

South Park: II, 245 

South Pass: I, 32, 39, 41, 42, 50, 78, 
90, m, 125, 136, 149, 157, 158, 
X59, lii, 20X, 213, 222, 252, 255; 
discovered by Ashley's party, I, 
37, II, 209; Mormons at, I, 45 

South Pass City ( Wyo.) : I, 85 ; gold 
at, I, 20Z, 202, also footnote \ loca- 
tion, I, 86; photograph, I, 203 

South Pass Station (Idaho Terri- 
tory) : I, 86, 87, 175 

South Platte River: I, 53, $8, 69, 70, 
72, 89, also footnote^ 90, 120, 266, 
II, X14, 220; see also Platte River 

South Platte Road: I, 135; stage sta- 
tions on, I, 119, X20 

South Platte Route: I, 72, 89, 90, 94, 
137 

South Platte Trail: II, 176 

Spalding, Rev. H. H: I, 42 

Spanish- American War: I, 341 

Specimen Ridge: II, 2x4 

Split Rock: I, 50 

Spotted Tail, Chief: I, X9, 2x, X03, 
footnote^ 27X, II, X78; advocated 
peace, I, 264; assassinated, II, 
X96 

Spring, Agnes R. Wright: I, x8 

Spring Creek: II, 120 

Spring Gulch: II, 135, 136 

Springdale: II, 265 

Stage Coaches: I, 53; fares, I, 64, 
65; Major's, I, 67; run at night, 
I> 95 \ speed, I, 74 ; see Caravans 

Stage Lines: II, 236; opened, I, X44 

Stage Stations : I, 77 ff ; on South 
Platte Road, I, xx9, x2o; see under 
various stations 

Standing Elk, Chief: quoted, I, 267 

Standing Rock Agency: II, 45, 70 

Stansbury, : I, 8x 

Stanton, , Secretary of War: an- 
ecdote, II, X46 

Stead, Jack: II, 95 



Steamboats : I, 26 ; on Missouri River, 
I, 209, footnote^ 210 

Stephens, Al: II, 163 

Sternberg, Lieut. : killed, II, 162, 

163 [printed in error as Strom- 
berg], x68 

Stevens, Private Charles A: II, 72, 
footnote 

Stewart, Capt William: I, 4X 

Stillman Fork: II, 120 

Stillwater River: I, X20, II, x2o 

Stockades: I, 71, 82, 148, 179, 252, 
287, 289, 290, 293, 324, 344, II, x6, 
a», 35» 93, 96, 99, 100, X22, 126-X28, 
X36, X41, X45, 157, X70, X71, 179; 
at Fort C. F. Smith, II, 139; at 
Fort Phil Kearney, I, 286; at Fort 
Reno, II, X31, footnote \ at Platte 
Bridge, I, 246 

Stone, : I, 98; sent to overtake 

Bozeman, I, 216 

Stone, A. Li' Following Old Trails ^ 
I, 229, footnote, II, XX 3, also foot- 
note 

Story, Nelson: at Fort Laramie with 
cattle,, I, 229, also footnote ; freight- 
ing train, I, 229; information re- 
garding Bozeman, I, 224; supplied 
Fort Smith with food, I, 255 

Strache, Private Julius: II, 72, foot- 
note 

Stromberg, Lieut. : see Stem' 

berg, Lieut, 

Strong Wolf, Chief: I, 339; see also 
Brave Wolf, Chief 

Stuart, Granville: discovered gold 
in Montana, I, 2x4 

Stuart, Capt. James: I, 202, quoted, 
2x6, 219; discovered gold in Mon- 
tana, I, 2x4 

Stuart, Robert: I, 32 

Stuart, Thomas: I, 2x4 

Stubbins Watts Farm: Bridger buried 
on, II, 25 X 

Sublette, Milton: I, 38, 39, II, 2x0, 
2x8 
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Sublette, William L: I, 34, 38, 39, 101, 
II, 21X, 218; built Fort Laramie, 

I, 49 
"Sublette Cut-oflF": I, 50; see also 

Oregon Trail 

Sullivan, Private Frank P: I, 321 

Sullivant Hill: I, 305, II, 44 

Sully, Gen. Alfred: I, 125, 126, 140 

Sully's Expedition: equipment, I, 125 

Sulphur Springs: I, 120 

Summit: I, 123, 206 

Sumner, Gen. S. S: I, 21 

Sussex (Wyo.) : I, 244 

Sutlers: at Fort Laramie, I, 104, foot- 
note 

Sweetwater Bridge: I, 164 

Sweetwater River: I, 33, 38, 49, 54, 
90, 94, 119, 138, 152, 158, 161, 162, 
175, II, 119, footnote^ 215; pros- 
pected for gold, I, 201 

Sweetwater Road: I, Z20, 143 

Sweetwater Route: I, 210 

Sweetwater Station: I, 82, 83, 136, 
152, 164, 165-167, 173, 175, 182, 
183; described, I, 85, footnote \ 
Drawing, I, x6; skirmishes at, I, 
163 

Swift Bear, Chief: I, 271 

Sybil: see Adams and Sybil 

Sybylle: see Adams and Sybil 

Taxation: by Hudson Bay Company, 

I, 57 

Taylor, Private Charles M: I, 321 

Telegraph lines : I, 70, 266 ; operated 
to Montana, I, 205; wires cut, I, 
165; wires torn down, I, 134-135 

Telegraph Stations : I, 77 ff ; see un- 
der various stations 

Ten Eyck, Capt. Tenedore: I, 282, 
294, 309, 310, 333, 339, 340, 341, 

II, 71, 103 ; sent to relief of Fetter- 
man, I, 308, II, xoz 

Terr ill Ranch: II, Z17 
Terry, Gen: I, 103, footnote 
Teton Peaks: I, 32 



Texas: I, 143, 248 
The Brave Soldier, Chief: at confer- 
ence, I, 277 
The Dalles: I, 209 
Thermopylae: I, 3x5 
Thimpson, Private John: I, 321 
Thomas, Private Joseph D: I, 321 
Thompson, Capt C. F: II, 143, 144 
Thorrey, Private Daniel: I, 321 
"Three Brothers": see Teton Peaks 
Three Crossings Station: I, 83, 85, 

175 ; Indians attack, I, z6i 
Three Forks: II, 211, 2x6 
Thwaites, Reuben Gold: Early Wes- 
tern TravelSf cited, I, 34, footnote, 
quoted, xo8 
Tobacco: II, 58 
Todd, Sergt. H: I, x82 
Toll Bridge: on Platte River: I, 226 
Tolls: prices exacted, I, X57, X58 
Tongue River: I, 120, 125, 226, 227, 
237, 241, also footnote, 245, 249, 
255, 256, 257, 258, 263, 264, 270, 
279> 307» 332, II„ 26, XI 8, 120, 226- 
229; Indian lodges along, I, 33X, 
II, 20 
Tongue River Valley: I, 278, 28X, 304, 
II, 140 

Townsend, Capt. : attacked by 

Sioux, I, 226, also footnote 
Townsend, J. K: I, 4X 
Trabing (Postoffice) : II, 1x5 
Transportation: I, 69, 210; by boat, 

I, 213; expenses, I, 67, footnote; 
freight, I, 209, footnote; of sup- 
plies, I, 60, 63; methods on Santa 
F6 Trail, I, 26; military, I, 28; 
commercial, I, 25 ; on Oregon 
Trail, I, 67 

Treaties: I, X23, 252, 266, 267, 270, 
282, 295, II, 257, footnote; broken 
by U. S., II, X95-197; of X846, I, 
57; of X851, I, X56, X57; of 1865, 

II, X94; of 1867, II, 254; of x868, 
I, X03, footnote, II, x8i, 258, foot- 
no/^, 259, 26X ; broken by white 
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men, I, 271; Oregon, I, 57; with 
Indians, I, 1x7; with Sioux, II, 
Z94; see also Fort Robinson Tnaty, 
Laramie Ptace Confergnce 

Tutt and Daugherty: sutlers at Fort 
Laramie, I, 104, footnote 

Twain, Mark: I, 93 

Twenty-five Yard River: II, 120 

Twin Creek: II, xi8 

Two Face, Chief: captured, I, 149; 
hung, I, 151 

Two Moons, Chief: II, 189; account 
of Fetterman Disaster, I, 338, 339 

Two Ocean Pass: discovered by 
Bridger, II, 215 

Two Strikes, Chief: I, 271 

Tyler, President: Bridger a distant 
relative, II, 232 

Uncpapas Indians: I, 20 

Underwood,, : sent to overtake 

Bozeman, I, 2x6 

Union City: I, 225 

Union Pacific Railroad: I, 53, 58, 67, 
93, 94, 228, II, 239, 253, 258 ; com- 
pleted, I, 68; engineers consult 
Bridger, II, 246, 247 

Union Pass: I, 32, also footnote 

United States Army: at Platte Bridge 
Station, I, 82 ; build posts, I, 73 ; on 
plains, I, 24; regiments on plains, 
I, 238; signal corps on plains, I, 
248; see under various regiments 

United States Congress: appropria- 
tion for road, I, 209; Document, 
Yellowstone Expedition, quoted, I, 
47, footnote; report of X913, II, 26 

Department of Interior: I, 23; 

secretary sends commission to 
Sioux, I, 199; extract from report, 
I, 332; see also United States /»- 
dian Department 

Department of Missouri: I, 142 

Government: broke faith with 

Sioux, II; X76; commission to sut- 



lership, I, X04, footnote; lease land 
from Bridger, II, 222; official rec- 
ognition of John Phillips act, II, 25 ; 
orders fort abandoned, I, 232, foot- 
note; organizes commission to ne- 
gotiate for peace, I, 345 ; promised 
medals to survivors of Wagon Box 
Fight, II, 82; report regarding 
John Phillips' claims, II, 25 ; want 
to build wagon road, II, X77 

Indian Department: I, X27, 177, 

II, X98, X99, 259; report of com- 
missioner to Congress, I, 325 ; 
transferred to U. S. Department 
of Interior, II, X85 ; see also Unit- 
ed States Department of Interior 

Senate Executive Documents: I, 

272, footnote, 279, footnote, 320, 
footnote 

Senate Executive Document 77: 

I, 250^ "footnote 

Senate Executive Document p/: 

I, 330; Report of Massacre of Phil 
Kearney first published, I, 340 

Smithsonian Institute: II, X85 

War Department, I, 325, II, 

254, footnote, 257, footnote; at 
cross purposes with Indian De- 
partment, II, 253; Col. Carring- 
ton*s report to, I, 307 ; lack of sys- 
tem, I, 261, footnote; message 
from Col. Carrington, I, 278; re- 
called General Connor, I, 246, 259 ; 
use camels on trails, I, 63; ex- 
tract from report of secretary, I, 

Peace Commission, It, 258-259 

Soldiers: held as telegraph oper- 
ators, I, X35 

Troops* at Fort Ellis, I, 210, 

footnote 

United States Second Cavalry: I, 17, 

273, 287, II, 34, X05; at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 337; victims of Fet- 
terman Disaster, I, 322, 323 
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Fourth Cavalry: I, 96 

Fourth Infantry: II, 147 

Fifth Cavalry: I, 19 

Sixth Infantry: at Fort Lara- 
mie, I, 116 

Seventh Infantry: II, 52 

Tenth Infantry: II, 52 

Eighteenth Cavalry: I, 342, foot- 

note, II, 261 
Eighteenth Infantry: I, 266, 279, 

2911 333i 335, 337, H, 28, 3©, 39, 
72, 83, 89, 131, 146, 159, 178; band, 

I, 294, II, 40, 89, footnote, 107; 
members killed at Fetterman Dis- 
aster, I, 320, 321, 322; sent to re- 
lief of Fort Phil Kearney, I, 319 

Twenty-second Infantry: II, 45 

Twenty-seventh Infantry: I, 

287, 333, II, 32, footnote, 39, 72, 
footnote, 82, footnote, 83, 122, 126, 

II, 137, X49; at Fort Phil Kearney, 
II, 43; members of Company C, 
II, 71, footnote, 72, footnote; guard 
supplies en route to Fort C. F. 
Smith, II, 143 

Utah: I, 29, 44, 60, 64, 71, 90, 94, 131, 

Z42, 163, 202, 207 
Utah Expedition: 11,- 224 
Utah Mountains: II, 222 
Utaw Indians: II, 217 
Ute Indians: I, 39; Bridger married, 

II, 248 

Valley Forge: II, 105 

Valley Junction: I, 138 

Van Voast, Major : I, 334, II, 

109, 135 
Van Volzah, : II, 151, 156, 158; 

killed, II, 108 
Vancouver (Wash.) : I, 44, 50 
Vanderburgh, Henry: II, 216 
"Varina": see Virginia City 
Vasquez, Col. : associated with 

Bridger, II, 218, 222 



Vasquez, Mrs: at Fort Bridger, II, 

222, 223 

Vehicles: I, 40, 58; number used on 
trails, I, 69 ; owned by Holladay, I, 
68; type used, I, 27 ff, also foot- 
note ; see also Wagons, Conestoga 
Wagon Trains 

Vendome Hotel: II, 34 

Vigilance Conmiittees: I, 207, 208 

Villiard, Henry: I, 67 

Virginia City (Mont.) : I, 68, 72, 94, 
1x9, X20, 123, X36, 206, 2x4, 2x9, 
also footnote, 221, footnote, 227, 
229, 232, 233, 266, 280, 28X, 283, 
II, 1x3, XX9, also footnote, X2X, 265; 
distance from Fort C. F. Smith, 
II, 140; name changed, I, 205 

Virginia City Road: I, 207, 209, 213, 
220, 232 

Virginia Dale Station (Colo.) : I, 6x, 
71, 90, 93, 120, X58 

Virginia River: I, 29 

Voorhees, Luke: I, x8 

Wabash College (Ind.) : General 
Carrington taught at, I, 342, foot- 
note 

Wages: I, 96; for carr3ring mail, I, 
68 ; paid Phillips by U. S., II, 27 ; 
paid Van Volzah, II, X52; re- 
ceived by civilians at Forts, I, 
246 

Wagon Box Fight: I, xs, X23, II, 39- 

87, 132, 159, X75, i8», »89» 253, 262; 
sketch, II, 55 

Wagon Mound: I, 27 

Wagon Trains: II, 173, difficulties in 
advancing, I, 228; see also Cara- 
vans 

Wagons: I, 249; first used in Pow- 
der River country, I, 250, also 
footnote; first used on trails, I, 26; 
in army of plains, I, 238 ; ordered 
burned, I, 243; used as corral, II, 
43, 44! used as protection against 
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Indians, I, 293; used in Wagon 
Box Fight, II, 50, 51, 75, 84-85 

Walbach, Gen. J. B: I, 90 

Walker, Lieut : I, 168, 195, 196, 

197 

Walker, C. M: I, 41 

Walker, Col. Samuel: I, 238, 239, 
242, 260; attacked by Indians, I, 
257; command refused to fight In- 
dians, I, 239 

Walla Walla (Wash.) : I, 63, 207 

Walters, Private Albert H: I, 321 

Wands: Lieut. A. H: I, 301, 306, 333, 
335i n, 90, 92, 95 

Wands, Mrs. A. H: at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 294 

Wands, Bobbie: I, 294 

War Man's Creek: II, 118, 144; see 
also Warrior Creek 

War Man Hill: II, 118 

Ward, Seth: I, 102, footnote^ 104, 
footnote 

Ward, Seth £: II, 232; commission, 

I, Z04, footnote 

Ward and Fitzhugh: I, 104) footnote 

Warm Springs: II, 120 

Warren, Senator F. E: I, 18, II, 11, 

Warrior Creek: II, 135, 165, 166; 

see also War Man Creek 
Waschman, Mrs: daughter of Bridg- 

er, II, 248, 249 
Washakie, Chief: friend of Bridger, 

II, 248 

Washington, Mr: I, 287, 294, II, 172 
Washington, Mrs: tl, 37, 172 
Washington, George: II, Z05 
Washington [state] : I, 57, 206 
Washington (D. C.) : II, 189, 193, 

199, 242; Bridger visited, II, 243 
Washington Chronicle i I, 336 
Washita: battle of, II, 194, also foot- 

note 
Water: alkali, I, 94, 254; at Fort 

Reno, II, 172; in Lake De Smet, 



I, 255; lack of, I, 240, 249; at 
Wagon Box Fight, II, 61, 62; sol- 
diers suffer for, II, 63, 78 

Waterbury, Private George H : I, 322 
Waukantanka: Sioux name for God, 

II, 195 

Weather: extreme, I, 74, 143, 144, 
a43» 3»^, 3»9, 320, 325, 326, 344, 
n, 15, 19, 231 24, 27, 39, 104, X05, 
107; at Forts Laramie and Hal- 
leck, I, 98 ; see also Blizzards 

Weaver, David B: I, 225, 226, 227 

Weaver, Private John M: I, 321 

Weber Station: I, 120 

Webster, Daniel: quoted, I, 57, foot- 
note 

Wells, Mrs G. M: I, 18 

Wells Fargo Company: I, 68 

Wessels, Gen. H. W: II, 40, 104; in 
command of relief for Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 3x9; relieved Col. Car- 
rington, I, 337; takes charge of 
Fort Phil Kearney, II, 39 

Western Frontier: II, 15, 205 

Westgate, : II, 117 

West Point: II, 240 

Westport (Mo.) : I, 26, also footnote^ 
II, 251 ; Bridger died near, II, 207; 
home of Bridger, II, 212 

Wheatley, James S: I, 287, 305, 306; 
body found, I, 313; buried, I, 3x5 

Wheaton, Gen. Frank: I, X52;' made 
commander of Plains District, I, 
259 

Wheeler, Olin D : Trail of Lewis and 
Clark, quoted, I, 2x9, footnote, II» 
265, footnote 

Whiskey at Fort Bridger: II, 223 

Whisky Gap: I, x6x 

White Antelope, Chief: I, X27 

White Horse, Chief: I, 278, footnote 

Whitman, Dr. Marcus: I, 4X, 42; re- 
moves arrow from Bridger's back, 
II, 2x6-2x8; slain by Indians, 11, 
217, footnote 
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*Wichahnpi Yamoni": sec Crooks 
Gitieral 

Willamette River: I, 50 

Willamette Valley: I, 41, 57 

Williams, H: guide with Col. Car- 
ringtoD, I, 266; travels entire 
length of Bozeman Trail, II, xz8 

Williams, Private Oliver: I, 323 

Willits, Miss Vie: see Garber, Mrs. 
A, L. 

Willow Creek: II, 1x4; claims locat- 
ed on, I, 202 

Willow Springs: I, 161, 165, 167 

Wilson Creek: I, 185 

Wind River: I, 32, also footnote, 37, 
155, 166, II, 115 

Wind River Mountain Expedition: 

I, 43, 58 
Wind River Mountains: I, 43, foot- 

note, 278, footnoti 

Wind River Valley: I, 249 

Winnebago Indians: in U. S. Army, 
I, 238, 248 

Wisconsin: Red Cloud lived in, II, 
177 

Wislizenus, F. E: Journal to Rocky 
Mountains, quoted, I, 105 

Wolf Creek: II, xi8 

Wolf Mountains: see Panther Moun- 
tains 

Wolf-That-Lies-Down, Chief: at con- 
ference, I, 277 

Wolves: II, 98, 126, 132 

Woman's Dress (Indian scout) : II, 
190 

Women: I, 59, II, 57, 9X ; abused by 
Indians, I, 15X; advised to ac- 
company expeditions, I, 291 ; at 
Fort Bridger, II, 222, 223; at Fort 
Laramie, I, xxi; at Fort Phil 
Kearney, I, 20, 21, 292, II, 16, 19, 
27> 3^1 95, 231; captured by In- 
dians, I, X32, 139, 152; colored ser- 
vant at Fort Phil Kearney, II, 90; 
Indian shot by U. S. Troops, II, 



194, footnote; killed by Indians, 
II, 89; left forts, unescorted, I, 
293; Indian, I, 132; number in 
caravans, I, 220; pioneers on Ore- 
gon Trail, I, 42; scalps, I, 181; 
servants at Fort Phil Kearney, I, 
294; squaws fight, I, 256; squaws 
killed, I, 129; suffrage granted 
X869 in Wyo., I, 202, footnote; told 
to leave fort, I, 169 

Woodbury, Lieut. : I, 116 

Woodruff, Private John: I, 321 

Wool, General : I, 342, footnote 

Wooton, Dick: I, 38 

Wounded Knee: battle of, II, 194, 

also footnote 
Wounded Knee Campaign: II, 70 
Wyeth, Nathaniel J: I, 40, 41, 86, 
quoted, loi ; built Fort Hall, I, 48 
Wyoming: I, x6, 21, 31, 32, 33, 57i 
X02, footnote, 117, 120, X42, X47, 
155, 20X, 202, 219, footnote, 237, 
241, footnote, 254, 273, II, 30, 37i 
38, 39, 104, 121, 145, 147, 253, also 
footnote, 26X-264; first to extend 
franchise to women, I, 202, foot- 
note 
Wyoming Old Pioneers: resolution 
adopted on John Phillips death, II, 

31, 32 
Wyoming-Oregon Trail Commission: 

II, 262 
Wyoming Territory: I, 78 

Yale College: II, 185 
Yankton Charlie: II, X90 
Yellowstone Country: I, 37, 44 
Yellowstone Expedition: I, 250, foot' 

note, II, X18, footnote 
Yellowstone Ferry: II, 120 
Yellowstone Lake: II, 213 
Yellowstone Park: I, 32, II, 212-215, 

252; Bridger*s account of, II, 21 x 
Yellowstone River: I, 99, 119, 120, 

125, X26, X31, 140, 143, 155, 209, 



